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Thb  seed  must  die,  before  the  com  sppeara, 
Oat  of  the  ground,  in  blade  and  fruitfiil  cars ; 
Low  have  those  ean  before  the  sickle  lain. 
Ere  thou  canst  treasure  up  the  golden  grain; 
The  grain  is  crushed,  before  the  bread  is  made; 
And  the  bread  broke,  ere  life  to  man  conveyed — 
Oh  I  be  content  to  die,  to  be  laid  low. 
And  to  be  crushed,  and  to  be  broken  so. 
If  thou  upon  God's  table  majst  be  bread, 
Life-giving  food  for  souls  an-hungerM. 

R.  C.  Tbkxcu. 
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SHE 


IN    FOUR  CANTOS. 


I 


The  pleasant  task  is  o'er,  the  gentle  dream 

That  lulled  my  &ncy  through  the  summer  hours. 
Like  the  soft  breathings  of  a  limpid  stream  * 
In  forests  gay  with  flowers. 


Yet  on  my  harp  one  note  is  lingering  still, 

Shedding  melodious  accents,  low  and  sweet; 
The  chords,  that  to  my  touch  responsive  thrill. 
One  cherished  name  repeat 


'Tis  thine,  my  Sister!  from  whose  changeless  love 
All  thoughts  unkind,  all  selfish  aims  depart, — 
My  comforter  and  friend, — the  household  Dove 

That  soothes  my  wayward  heart! 


4 


When  first  my  wings  I  spread  in  weak  essay. 

Half  pleased,  half  startled  at  the  sounds  I  woke. 
Thy  smile  approving,  o'er  each  timid  lay. 

Like  fostering  sunshine  broke. 

In  darker  hours,  when  from  impending  woes 
My  spirit  shrank,  to  murmur  and  repine, 
The  calm  endurance,  in  thy  breast  that  rose. 

Brought  hope  and  strength  to  mine. 

When  I  retrace,  in  contemplative  mood. 

Days  of  past  sorrow,  scenes  of  former  glee. 
All  that  is  pure  and  lofty,  kind  and  good. 

Brings  my  thoughts  back  to  thee. 

I  see  thee  laid  on  restless  couch  of  pain. 

Bearing  long  sleepless  nights,  and  weary  days. 
With  patient  smiles,  that  ease  and  comfort  feign. 
Meeting  our  anxious  gaze. 

Oh  I  could  I  but  the  hues  of  health  recall 

To  thy  pale  cheek,  and  make  thy  brow  serene! 
Oh  I  could  I  give  thee  back  one  tithe  of  all 
That  thou  to  me  hast  been! 


^0  Satf. 
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Not  mine  the  power  to  nerve  thy  drooping  form. 
And  bid  thee  move  again  in  health  and  glee; 
Yet  still  Affection*s  prayer,  sincere  and  warm, 

I  breathe  to  Heaven  for  thee  I 


In  olden  times,  when  Knights  went  forth  to  wai-, 

And  held  long  vigils  in  the  minsters  quaint, 
On  pennon  fair  or  blazoned  shield  they  bore 
Emblem  or  name  of  Saint 


And  I,  going  fortli  to  tread  an  imknown  land. 

Kind  thoughts  and  wishes  for  my  verse  to  claim. 
On  the  first  page  inscribe,  with  willing  hand, 
Thy  dear  and  gentle  name: 


Assured  that  none  of  all  who  know  and  prize 

Thy  warm  and  loving  heart,  thy  goodness  see. 
With  censures  harsh  and  stem  will  criticize 
The  gift  I  offer  thee  1 


30/A  September,  1854. 


CANTO  I. 

There  is  an  hour  of  lonely  rapture,  fraught 
With  many  a  pleasing  hope  and  hallowed  thought ; 
Tis  not  when  Morning  from  the  rosy  East 
Smiles  a  glad  welcome  on  the  green  earth's  breast. 
And  with  her  thousand  voices  calls  again 
Man  to  his  heritage  of  care  and  pain; 
Tis  not  when,  dazzled  by  the  noontide  ray. 
The  pilgrim  wanders  from  the  dusty  way. 
To  seek  repose  in  some  cool,  shady  nook. 
Where  the  tall  trees  arch  o'er  the  rippling  brook; 
Tis  not  when,  glittering  in  the  skies  a&r. 
With  placid  ray  shines  forth  Eve's  pensive  star. 
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Andj  from  tlieir  toil  releoaedj  tli©  weary  come 

To  rest  once  more  within  a  qtiiet  home  j 

But  when  a  broader,  deeper  shadow  falls 

On  Uie  proud  waving  woods  and  ancient  halls; 

Hushed  are  the  household  voices,  quenched  tlie  light, 

And  Earth  in  silence  greets  the  solemn  Njght; 

No  sound  Is  heard,  save  from  the  distant  tower 

The  hells  proclaim  the  midnight*3  "mtching  hour," 

And  sleep  and  happy  dreams,  a  fairy  train. 

Have  soothed  to  sweet  repose  each  drowsy  brain; 

Oh  l  tJim^  the  Sage  enraptured  loves  to  pore 

On  all  the  treasures  of  his  antique  lore. 

And,  witli  unwearied  eye,  fresh  converse  hold 

Witli  the  great  seers  and  master  minds  of  old. 

Finding,  in  each  bold  scheme  and  mystic  lay, 

A  wondrous  cliarm  he  vainly  sought  by  day. 

Then  Thought,  set  fi^  from  all  the  feverish  strife. 

The  thousand  petty  cares  of  daily  life, — 

Back  on  the  past  now  turns  a  moumM  eye. 

Sighs  oer  each  blighted  hope,  each  broken  tie; 

Or  towards  tlie  future  soars  on  rapid  wing. 

And  paints  the  happier  hours  tliat  Time  may  bring  j 

Till,  half  forgetful  of  the  hea\y  chain 

That  binds  us  to  a  world  of  sin  and  pain. 

From  land  to  land  we  rovej  o  er  mount  and  sea, 

Tread  brighter  worlds,  and  dream  tlmt  we  are  free  1 

Almost  we  seem  a  seraph's  joy  to  share. 

And  the  rapt  heart  o*erfiow3  in  silent  prayer; 


^ir  liinian. 


Lite  ihe  frail  plant  we  pass  unheeding  by, 
When  Flora's  gracefiil  favourites  are  nigh; 
No  matchless  beauty  is  ita  radiant  dower^ 
No  perfume  woos  us  to  the  simple  flower  j 
But  when,  o'er  mountain  top  and  shady  dale. 
Slowly  descends  gray  Evening's  sober  veO, 
Alone  to  the  bright  stars  its  leaves  lie  bare^ 
And  waft  rich  odours  on  the  slumbering  air! 

The  moon  shines  iair  on  lake  and  forest  bower, 

And  sloping  dell,  where  white-walled  liamlets  stand, 
And  on  etich  buttress  of  yon  lonely  tower 

Tliat  grimly  frowns  above  the  pleasant  land. 
No  lordly  pennon  waves  in  martial  pride 

From  the  old  keep,  whence  Ught  and  joy  are  fled. 
No  bearded  sentries,  on  the  ramparts  wide, 

Pass,  with  their  burnished  arms  and  clanging  tread. 
There  broods  a  deep  and  melancholy  gloom 
O'er  those  dark  walls  —  a  sOence  of  the  tomb  1 
Once,  steeds  were  crowding  round  the  ample  gate. 
Where  lords  and  vassals  met  in  princely  state. 
The  minstrels  tuned  their  liarps,  when  loud  within 
Was  heard  tlie  sprightly  jest,  the  mirtliful  din ; 
And  maids  and  matrons,  from  the  lattice  high, 
Gazed  forth,  with  throbbing  heart  and  tearful  eye; 
While  lances  gleamed,  and  bugles  wildly  nmg. 
And  streaming  banners  on  Uie  winds  were  flung. 
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Now,  all  are  gone  I  —  the  rank  grass  waves  around. 
With  moss  and  lichens  gray  the  walls  are  crowned. 
And  heavily  the  lengthened  shadows  fall 
On  the  deserted  court  and  silent  hall! 

There  is  no  light  within  the  Gothic  pile 

Save  the  bright  lamp  that  gleams  at  Mary's  shrine. 
Shedding  a  fitful  ray  on  arch  and  aisle. 

And  slender  shaft  where  clustering  roses  twine. 
Well  hath  the  sculptor's  gifted  hand  portrayed 
The  lovely  form  of  Judah's  Royal  Maid — 
Beauty  and  innocence,  in  that  sweet  face. 
Blend  with  a  gentle,  yet  unearthly  grace. 
So  pure,  so  holy,  ye  might  almost  deem 
Twas  the  creation  of  some  blessed  dream, 
A  Saint,  an  Angel  £rom  the  blissful  shore 
Where  earthly  toil  and  tumult  vex  no  more. 
Save  that,  within  those  mild  and  pensive  eyes 
A  shade  of  thought,  of  human  sadness  lies, 
A  world  of  silent  grief,  of  tearful  love, 
A  cloud  that  never  dims  the  flowers  above. 
It  was  as  if  the  Mother's  soul  had  caught, 
In  that  calm  hour,  a  dim,  prophetic  thought, 
A  vision  of  the  judgment  and  the  doom. 
The  Crown  of  Thorns,  the  Cross,  the  silent  Tomb, 
And,  feeling  all  the  graces  to  her  given. 
Honoured  on  earth,  and  loved  and  blessed  by  Heaven, 


11 


The  Virgin  trembled  at  the  pathway  dreads 
The  long,  dark,  weary  years  before  her  spread ; 
The  weak  frame  shrank,  the  spirit  inly  wept 
O'er  woes  that  still  witliiu  the  fiittu'e  slept 
Pale  in  her  marble  arms  the  fair  Child  lay. 
But  not  like  earthly  chUdhood,  wild  and  gay. 
For,  from  the  deptlis  of  those  largej  earnest  eyes, 
Looked  forth  the  soul  of  shilcas  Paradise  — 
A  glance  ao  high,  ao  bright,  tlie  world  ne'er  saw; 
It  hushed  the  gazer's  heart  in  silent  awe, 
And  made  him  bow  the  knee  in  reverence  there^ 
While  from  his  Up  arose  the  fervent  prayer* 


Within  the  Chapel,  in  their  armonr,  lay 

The  noble  Barons  who  had  passed  away; 

Each  imaged  in  his  long  and  dreamless  rest. 

With  glittering  sword,  high  plume,  and  haugh^  crest. 

While  on  the  walls  above  hung  spear  and  shield. 

Tokens  of  many  a  dark  and  bloody  field, 

And  the  torn  banners  shed  a  crimson  glow 

On  the  pale  marble  forms  reclined  below  I 

A  noble  race  they  were !    In  danger's  field 

Ever  the  first  to  conq^uer,  or  to  die; 
No  treason  ever  stained  their  blazoned  shield. 

Or  bowed  in  shame  the  crest  tliey  bore  so  high; 
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Tor  Fame  tliej*  toiled  tlirough  many  a  weaiy  year, 

Upbeld  with  stalwart  am  their  Moniurch's  crown; 
Thoy  won  the  rich  rewards  that  men  hold  deiir. 

Proud  names  were  theirs^  and  rankj  and  liigh  renown* 
Now  what  remains?  —  A  few  gray,  crumbling  towers. 

Round  which  the  wanton  ivy  creeps  at  will ; 
Still  the  old  walla  are  gay  with  blushing  flowers — 

The  hands  that  tended  them  are  cold  and  cliill ! 
Here  for  a  time  tlie  musing  bard  may  stray^ 

Dreaming  of  wild  romance  and  legend  old. 
And,  as  he  yiews  the  marks  of  slow  decay, 

Sigh  that  the  light  is  quenched  —  the  warm  heart  cold. 
But  the  proud  heartSj  the  gloiy^  and  tlie  grace, 

The  high,  impassioued  thouglit,  the  mystic  lore. 
All  these  have  passed  away  and  left  no  trace, 

And  the  old  halls  give  back  their  name  no  more! 
Alas  for  Earth  I  her  radiant  visions  fly. 

Her  hopes  are  crushed,  her  choice.%t  gifts  decay, 
Swift  as  tlie  airy  cloud  tliat  marks  the  sky. 

Or  the  frail  bud  tliat  witliers  in  a  day  I 

Alone  and  silent,  by  the  holy  ahrine 
Stands  the  last  scion  of  that  noble  line ; 
A  youthful  Knight,  whose  old  heroic  name. 
By  bards  immortalized,  is  dear  to  Fame, 
Musing,  with  pallid  cheek  and  eye  of  fire 
By  the  gray  tomb  raised  to  lus  Warrior  Sire, 


Ere  yet  the  infant's  rosy  lipa  could  fhune 
The  cherished  accents  of  a  Father*s  name. 
The  gallant  Lord  rode  forth  in  martial  garb^ 
With  plume,  and  bomished  lance,  and  fieiy  barb  j 
And  with  him  went  a  tried  and  trusty  band* 
All  men  of  dauntless  heart  and  skUful  hond^ 
Eager,  like  him,  in  Holy  Land  to  quell 
The  fiiry  of  the  godless  InfideL 
When  years  had  passed,  of  all  that  brilliant  clan 
But  one  returned,— an  old,  grey-headed  man; 
With  trembling  hand,  from  Jordan's  sacred  shore. 
His  master's  heart  the  faithful  henchman  bore. 
To  rest  witliin  the  old  and  hallowed  place 
Where  lay  the  founders  of  Ins  lordly  race. 
He  told  how  when  the  fight  raged  o'er  the  plain. 
And  shouts  were  heard,  and  arrows  fell  like  rain. 
Pierced  by  a  Paynira  shaft,  the  good  Knight  fell. 
On  the  red  ground  where  he  had  fought  so  well. 
He  told  how,  one  by  one,  their  band  decayed, 
By  pining  sickness  thinned,  or  foeman'a  blade. 
Till  he  alone  remained,  the  turf  to  spread 
Above  his  master*8  loved  and  honoured  head. 
And,  o'er  the  desert  sands  and  ocean  wild, 
Bear  his  last  blessing  to  his  sportive  cluld, 


u 


fir  limiam 


It  was,  I  weeoj  a  loyely  sight  to  see 
The  fair  boy  standing  at  hia  mother^s  fcaee, 
Gbaing,  witi  Childhood's  sweet  and  artless  grace. 
On  tlie  cahn  beauty  of  her  pensive  faca 
He  loved  to  hear  her  tell  of  chieftains  bold. 
Of  mighly  deeds  wrought  by  their  sires  of  old, 
Of  dismal  caves  where  dark  enchanters  dwells 
And  halls  of  gramarj^Oj  and  wizard's  spell  5 
Or  she  wotild  sing  some  old,  heroic  lay 
Of  knights  rcnoivned  in  arms,  and  ladies  gay, 
And  magic  woods  wher^  none  might  wander  fee, 
For  spirits  Inrked  beneath  the  greenwood  tree* 
But  feebler  grew  her  voice  from  day  to  day, 
And  on  her  cheek  a  marble  whiteness  lay; 
Oft  would  she  ga^e  on  the  blue  skies  above. 
And,  with  the  fervour  of  a  mother's  love, 
Pl-ay  for  the  cliild  she  left  to  wander  on 
Through  the  cold  world,  unguided  and  alone. 

And,  when  the  white-robed  angels  for  her  came, 
And  her  soul  parted  from  its  mortal  frame. 
Heedless  of  the  chill  air  and  deep'ning  gloom. 
The  orphmi  sat  witliin  her  silent  room, 
Waiting,  in  mingled  hope,  and  fear,  and  pain, 
To  see  the  Ladye  wako  and  smile  again« 
They  laid  her  by  the  haughty  warrior's  side. 
And  in  the  Gothic  chapel,  large  and  wide. 


^ir  Itittiitit. 


A  moniament  of  spotless  stone  they  raised 

To  her,  whose  lofiy  virtues  all  men  praised. 

Pious  she  was,  and  gentle,  and  the  poor 

Ne'er  turned  unanswered  from  the  castle  door; 

But  there  the  wandering  palmer  often  came. 

And  blessed  with  faltering  tongue  the  noble  dame* 

They  bade  the  orphan  dry  each  starting  tear. 

Strove  with  kind  words  his  drooping  soul  to  cheer; 

They  said,  — "  She  wandei"a  now  a  spirit  blest, 

Tlu"oiigh  the  bright  paths  of  Heaven's  eternal  rest; 

And  when  this  Hfe  and  all  its  griefs  are  o'er. 

Thy  spirit,  too,  on  angel  wings  may  soar. 

To  meet  and  dwell  with  hei^  on  that  immortal  shore*" 

'Tis  useless  all  I  —  With  feeble  steps  and  slow, 

He  treads  the  spacious  rooms  so  lonely  now  ! 

The  cheerful  hearth,  the  pictures  on  tlie  wall. 

The  drooping  flowers,  his  mother's  form  recalh 

Still,  as  when  last  it  wooed  her  busy  hands, 

Her  broidery  frame  beside  the  casement  stands. 

Her  silver  lute  is  hushed,  and  sadly  there 

His  tearful  eye  rests  on  her  vacant  chair! 


In  hopelcas  grief  and  loneliness  of  soul, 
Fortli  to  the  solemn  woods  ttie  mourner  stole ; 
Thick,  murky  clouds  obscured  the  face  of  Heaven, 
Across  his  path  the  withered  leaves  were  driven. 
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And  tlie  wild  Auttunn  wind>  with  sudden  moan, 
Ruahed  through  the  forest  like  a  parting  groan. 
Thenceforth,  it  was  his  only  joy  to  rove 
Through  each  lone  path  of  the  sequestered  ^ove, 
To  mark  the  snowdrop,  dressed  in  vir^  white, 
Come  forth  to  greet  the  son's  returning  light; 
While  modest  flowera,  in  dewy  turf  enshrined. 
With  fragrant  breath  perfiuned  the  drowsy  wind; 
And  stately  tree  and  lowliest  hedge  were  seen 
Clad  in  a  veil  gf  softest,  tenderest  green; 
And  the  wild  birds  that  passed  on  rapid  wing 
Proclaimed  the  advent  of  the  genial  Spring, 
When,  with  all  gorgeous  hues  the  earth  was  spread, 
And  tliick  the  leaves  were  clustering  0%'erhffad, 
He  wandered  by  the  river's  shady  side. 
And  heard  the  murmur  of  the  rippling  tide. 
While  the  pale  lily  in  her  mghi  rest 
Decked  with  her  starry  cup  the  water's  breast. 
O'er  fertile  meads  when  waved  the  golden  grain, 
And  Peace  and  Plenty  smiled  in  Autumn's  train, 
He  watched  each  varied  hue  the  woods  unfold. 
Rich  crimson,  sober  brown,  and  deepening  gold ; 
And,  sadder  still,  beheld  the  dead  leaves  fall. 

Like  human  pleasures,  firom  the  weeping  trees. 
Now  piled  in  heaps  against  the  mouldering  wall. 

Now  whirled  aloft,  the  sport  of  every  breeze ; 
Gray  Winter  brought  his  ice  and  drifting  snow. 
And  laid  his  cold  hand  on  each  leailesa  houghs 


Ye^  witli  the  hoar  frost  wreathed,  etich  slender  stem 

Lifted  on  high  a  sparkling  diadem. 

Making  the  avenues  and  thickets  seem 

Like  the  bright  pdacc  of  some  faiiy  dream. 

Oh  I  say  not  hours  like  these  were  better  spent 

O'er  ponderous  tomea^  in  bdls  of  learning  pent 

They,  who  in  early  youth  liavo  learnt  to  prize 

Each  changeftd  tint  that  brightens  o'er  the  skies. 

Have  seen  the  face  of  Nature  smooth  and  fair. 

Trod  her  green  lanes,  and  biNnatlied  her  mountain  air, 

Receive  but  seldom  in  their  nobler  mind 

The  wild  delusions  tliat  enslave  mankind. 

To  them,  eat*h  blade  of  grass,  each  de\vj  sod^ 

Each  lowly  herbj  is  eloquent  of  God  j 

They  hear  His  voice  upon  tlie  rocky  strand. 

And  in  each  leaf  behold  their  Maker's  hand  I 

The  years  roUH  swiftly  by,  and  with  them  brought 
Youtli,  and  its  boundless  hopes,  its  eager  thouglit; 
And  dim,  poetic  fancies^  strangely  blent 

With  glimpse  of  prancing  steed  and  echoing  horn. 
Across  his  wayward  spirit  came  and  went. 

Like  transient  shadows  oVr  the  waving  com- 
And  Xiove — ^with  all  its  hopes,  its  wild  imrest. 
Its  thousand  fears — ^woke  in  tlie  young  man's  breast; 
When,  like  a  siuibeam  o'er  Iris  pathway,  fell 
The  radiant  smile  of  dark-eyed  Isabeh 
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He  worshipped  her,  but  like  some  glorious  stai'. 
That  glides  in  beauty  from  the  heavens  afar; 
Nor  breathed  to  mortal  ear  the  love  enshrined 
In  his  full  heart,  round  every  thought  entwined. 
Broad,  fertile  lands,  with  many  a  lordly  tower. 
And  rustic  hamlet,  were  the  maiden's  dower. 
Her  sire,  whose  brows  the  massive  helm  had  worn. 
Full  oft  in  deadly  strife  his  part  had  borne ; 
And  he  had  vowed  that  none  should  ever  claim 
His  daughter's  liand,  unless  in  lists  of  fame 
He  had  received,  from  one  renowned  in  fight. 
The  golden  spurs  which  mark  the  belted  knight, 
And,  to  the  feats  of  each  ancestral  lord. 
Added  the  tropliies  of  his  own  good  sword. 
Therefore,  Sir  Ninian,  with  the  morning's  ray, 
Will  leave  his  father's  mansion  worn  and  gray; 
Burning  to  win,  on  many  a  distant  shore. 
Fame  such  as  errant  knight  ne'er  won  before  I 
And  dreams  he  thus,  wliile  'neath  his  careless  tread 
Are  laid,  in  stem  repose,  the  mighty  dead? 
Each  sound  tliat  through  the  long  aisles  floateth  by. 
Seems  the  faint  echo  of  a  phantom's  sigh, 
A  voice  to  bid  the  fiery  heart  beware 
Of  budding  hopes  that  end  in  dark  despair. 
Alasl  'tis  not  till  from  the  brow  of  youth 

The  roses  fall,  and  witlier  at  our  side, 
We  listen  to  the  sober  voice  of  Truth, 

And  take  grave  Wisdom  for  our  ftiture  guide. 


Sir  llinian, 


Baffled  in  frequent  strife,  and  oft  deceived 

By  the  cold  world  we  loved  and  served  in  vain, 

We  sigli  o*er  falselioods  that  we  once  bclievedj 
And  grow  familiar  with  GriePs  dismal  traJn  ! 


He  tnrnsj  impatient  in  the  Orient  skies 
To  see  the  earliest  beam  of  morning  rise. 
Why  starts  lie  ?  — ^  Lo  !  the  silvery  moonbeams  fall 
On  sculptured  saints  that  gleam  along  the  wall ; 
And  one  soft  ray  of  quivering  light  is  thrown 
On  the  pale  form,  carved  on  the  fimei'al  stone. 
And  thoughts  and  feelings  that  long  buried  lay 
Bush  o'er  his  heart  with  unresisted  sway ; 
By  that  dear  mother's  side  once  more  he  stands, 
Feels  the  warm  pressure  of  her  jewelled  hands^ 
And  hears  the  voice  that  oft>  at  close  of  day^ 
Soothed  his  light  slumbers  with  a  plaiutive  lay. 
Yes  I  lie  may  prosper  in  his  liigh  career. 

May  win  bright  honours  in  a  distant  land  j 
And  friendship  may  a]>plaud,  and  love  may  cheer 

The  hero's  peacefiil  hours  with  gentle  hand^ 
Yet  will  he  find  ero  long  how  false  and  vain 

Are  all  the  transient  joys  of  Glory  born ; 
For  sorrow  dwells  hi  Pleasure's  fair  domain^ 

And  the  proud  laurel  hides  the  poisoned  thorn  t 
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Soon  will  he  moum  o'er  darling  visions  flown, 

And  oft,  with  heavy  heart,  'mid  scenes  of  mirth. 
Will  pine  for  one  kind  look,  one  gentle  tone 

From  lips  that  evermore  are  hushed  on  eartli. 
Sweet  as  the  strains  from  angel  lyres  that  flow. 

Pure  as  the  accents  breathed  in  realms  above — 
Life  has  no  priceless  treasure  to  bestow. 

So  true,  80  changeless,  as  a  Mother's  love  I 


'Twas  said  in  olden  time,  by  one  who  wept 

O'er  the  loved  form  tliat  Time  might  ne'er  restore. 

When  in  the  silent  grave  tlie  pale  corpse  slept. 

Which  Grief  might  move,  and  Joy  might  cheer  no 
more ; — 

'Twas  said,  though  from  tliis  troubled  earthly  scene 

A  friend  depart,  to  join  the  voiceless  dead. 
His  spirit  lingers  still,  imheard,  imseen. 

Amid  the  paths  where  he  was  wont  to  tread. 
Then,  by  Life's  misiy  veil  no  longer  sealed. 

O'er  boundless  worlds  ranges  that  glorious  eye, 
And  to  its  keen  and  searching  glance  revealed 

The  inmost  secrets  of  our  being  lie. 
When  with  temptations  sore  the  heart  is  tried. 

And  the  clear  voice  within  forbids  the  deed. 
The  friendly  spirit  ever  at  our  side. 

Prompts  the  soft  warning  we  too  rarely  heed. 


It  watches  by  the  restless  couch  of  pain^ 

Notes  the  quick,  fevered  throb,  the  sudden  start; 
With  blessed  hopes  it  calms  the  tortured  brain. 

And  whispers  comfort  to  the  breaking  heart 
And,  for  the  dread  and  unknown  Spirit-land, 

When  trembling  souls  quit  this  fiuniliar  scene. 
The  Ghiardian  Angel  waits,  with  gentle  hand. 

To  guide  its  loved  ones  to  their  home  serene ! 

Sir  Ninian  rose.    His  frank  and  noble  brow 

Wore  but  the  trace  of  high  and  solemn  thought; 
He  paced  the  shadowy  aisle  with  footsteps  slow. 

Musing  on  all  the  hopes  that  legend  taught. 
It  told  how  love  survives  the  narrow  tomb; 

How,  when  the  strife  is  o'er,  the  haven  won. 
Through  the  dark  paths  of  danger  and  of  gloom. 

The  Mother  still  may  watch  and  guide  the  Son ! 


22 


CANTO  II. 

The  stars  are  waning  on  the  brow  of  Night, 

And  rosy  tints  gleam  in  the  Eastern  sky; 
Soon^  o'er  the  mountain  peaks  the  Lord  of  Light 

Rises^  in  more  than  regal  majesty. 

At  his  approach  the  dusky  shadows  fly. 
And,  like  a  monarch  that  hath  no  compeer, 

He  mounts  yon  azure  dome  so  vast  and  high. 
Bearing  Life,  Health,  and  Hope,  to  nations  slumbering  here  I 

Thus  Knowledge  first  dawns  on  the  infant  mind. 
And  Science  spreads  her  rich  and  varied  store ; 

Like  shapeless  morning  mists,  we  leave  behind 
The  legendary  tales  of  fairy  lore. 
And  eager  haste  new  marvels  to  explore. 

But  Grrief  is  Wisdom's  handmaid;  she  hath  taught 
Sadness  to  lurk  in  eyes  that  smiled  before; 

Hushed  is  the  child's  firee  laugh,  for  years  have  brought 

Youth's  burning,  restless  dream,  and  Man's  aspiring  thought  I 


^ir  gimn.  m 

Then  up  Ambition's  nigged  steep  we  climb. 

Brave  Envy's  venomed  speech,  and  Hate*8  dark  frown; 
Still  basting  onwafd  towards  the  goal  sublime, 

Tbe  glittering  bubble  that  we  call  Renown  I 

Alas  I  we  aee  not,  o*er  our  pathway  strewn 
The  faded  flowers  that  decked  our  early  way, 

Youth's  bright  romance  is  o'er,  its  fireshness  flown. 
And  Tamshed  'neath  the  sun's  too  ardent  ray 
The  pearly  drops  of  dew  tliat  on  our  childhood  lay! 

The  Knight  went  fortJi  alone,    No  words  to  cheer 
Fell  like  sweet  music  on  his  parting  ear; 
For  none  were  left,  from  yonder  hoary  tower. 
To  track  his  course  from  field  and  forest  bower^ 
To  watch  unwearied^  till^  across  the  plain 
His  gallant  steed  should  hear  him  home  again; 
And,  in  the  mom's  bright  hour,  and  twilight  dim, 
And  tliQ  long  sleepless  night,  to  pniy  for  ium. 
Yetj  in  his  c^ly  cluldJiood,  he  had  made 
Friends  of  the  rippling  brook,  the  winding  glade, 
The  quiet  deU,  where  flowm  of  every  hue, 
And  freshest  moss,  in  sylvan  beauty  grew. 
The  softily-tempered  light  that  quivering  played 
On  the  gnarled  columns  of  each  long  arcade; 
And  he  had  loved  tlie  many-coloured  things 
Tliat  tlu'ough  the  greenwood  flit  on  rapid  wings. 
Filling  the  air  with  music.    From  the  trees 
That  rustling  bent  to  Summer's  changeftil  breeze; 
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From  the  gray  willows  and  the  osiers  dank 

That  cast  broad  sliadows  on  the  river's  bank; 

From  moimt,  and  glen,  and  field,  where  tlirough  the  day 

Rang  the  glad  laughter  of  the  child  at  play; 

And  from  each  lattice  pane,  each  ivied  wall. 

Each  mouldering  rampart  of  the  desert  hall. 

Soft  as  the  whisper  of  a  woodland  fay, 

A  murmuring  voice  arose,  and  bade  him  stay. 

And  still  he  lingered.    Oh !  who  lingers  not. 

And  sighs  to  leave  the  dear,  familiar  spot. 

Where  Life's  sweet  spring  hath  passed,  untouched  by  care. 

Where  first  the  young  heart  thrilled  with  faith  and  prayer? 

Fortune  may  smile,  and  Hope  may  be  our  guide. 

Painting  with  rainbow  tints  the  path  imtried; 

And  rich  as  coronals  of  summer  leaves 

Are  the  fond  dreams  the  gay  Enchantress  weaves ! 

But  Memory  still  a  wistfrd  look  doth  cast 

On  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  shadowy  past. 

Recalling  scenes  of  love  and  pleasure  fled. 

And  forms  that  now  are  numbered  with  the  dead ; 

While  in  our  hearts  a  dim,  prophetic  tone 

Warns  us  our  best  and  brightest  days  are  gone. 

And  tells  of  finitless  toils,  and  frequent  strife. 

And  cares  that  darkly  shade  the  noon  of  life. 

Where,  if  we  reach  the  goal,  'tis  but  to  find 

No  joys  so  pure  as  those  we  left  behind  1 


A  borst  of  sudden  music,  high  and  clear, 
Fell  in  rich  cadence  on  Sir  Niniau^s  eai'. 
And,  from  the  green  shade  of  the  copse  hard  bj, 
A  lark  rose  soaring  towards  the  free  blue  sky  ; 
Higher  it  went,  and  higher,  till  its  flight 
Was  lost  amid  the  blaze  of  glorious  light; 
Yet,  from  the  field  of  Other's  blue  domain. 
All  joyous  came  tliat  soft  and  echoing  strain, 
Deep,  tlmlling,  sweet,  and  strangely  eloquent, 
Like  words  of  love  and  kindly  greeting,  sent 
By  some  bright  form  of  more  than  mortal  birth, 
To  cheer  the  frail  and  doubting  child  of  earth* 
Entranced  he  listened* — on  his  Up  the  while 
There  played  a  sweet  yet  melancholy  smile* 
Once  more  he  gazed  —  tlien  gently  shook  the  rein. 
And  hastened  towards  the  mountains'  distant  chain. 
Rugged  and  wild  the  barren  heights  arose. 
Belted  with  gloomy  pines,  and  crowned  with  snows 
There,  from  Uie  centre  of  the  darksome  cave 
Gushed  the  swift  torrent's  long-imprisoned  wave, 
And  granite  rocks  were  there,  with  moss  o'ergrownj 
The  giant  portals  of  the  World  unknown ! 

"Pleasant  it  is,  to  spend  the  sultry  hours 
In  the  cool  shadow  of  the  rowan-tree. 

While  from  the  petals  of  the  glowing  flowers 
Comes  the  low  murmur  of  the  honey-bee ; 
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To  wateh  the  stream,  that  frum  some  hidden  um, 

Send^  its  pure  waters  thi-ongh  the  forest  lonej 
Where  the  shy  fawn  lurks  'neath  the  spreading  fern. 

And  violets  blossom^  and  the  tall  reeds  moan. 
When  the  wind  stirs  the  soft  leaves  overhead. 

On  the  clear  surface  of  the  azure  sky. 
Like  some  enchanted  bark  with  sails  outspread. 

The  snowy,  lustrous  clouds  go  sailing  by; 
And  from  the  grassy  diogle  where  she  dwells^ 

Float  the  sweet  murmurs  of  the  cushat  dove^ 
Oh !  sweeter,  lovelier  far  are  Fancy*s  spells, 

Bright  reveries  of  Poesy  and  Love  I 
Thus  spake  the  Knight,  as,  lighting  from  Ws  steed, 

Upon  a  grassy  mound  he  dreaming  lay, 
'Mid  lichens  bright,  and  many  a  fragrant  weed. 

And  sweet  wild  iflower  that  blossomed  by  the  way. 
The  silver  birch,  the  graceful  linden  tree. 

And  quivering  aspen,  o'er  the  shady  lane. 
Entwined  tlieir  drooping  branches  lovingly, 
Making  a  broad  and  vaulted  eanopy. 

Like  the  dim  cloistei's  of  a  time-worn  fane* 
Meet  home  it  were,  for  saintly  Anchorite, 

Whose  hours  to  prayer  and  holy  thought  were  gi\'e!i 
And,  through  the  stillness  of  the  summer  night. 

Rose  like  sweet  incense  to  the  gates  of  Heaven. 
The  great  Creator's  wisdom  might  ho  trace 

In  the  recesses  of  the  forest  glade; 
And  from  the    tablets  of  his  heart"  efface 

Each  stain  the  false  and  fleeting  world  had  made. 


^ir  Itinian. 


The  song  of  birds,  the  laughter  of  the  stream* 

AH  woodland  voices,  round  his  cell  should  rise. 
Till  Life  became  a  pure  and  sinless  dream, 

And  Earth  was  clothed  in  hues  of  Paradise. 
The  spell  is  broken!  —  On  the  whispering  gale 
Kisea  a  moomful  sound,  a  sudden  wail 
Of  bitterest  anguish  —  'neath  the  rowan-tree 
She  stands,  the  child  of  wmi  and  misery^ — 
A  pale  and  blighted  form*     What  lines  of  woe 
Are  traced  on  those  wan  cheeks,  that  Imggard  brow. 
The  Ops  that  smile  no  more,  and  eyes  that  glare 
With  the  fixed  stony  look  of  wild  despair  I 
Ah !  once,  perchance,  a  Mother  fondly  hung 
On  the  soft  accents  of  her  lisping  tongue  j 
Watched  by  the  maiden's  couch,  and  inly  blessed 
The  placid  slumbers  of  that  guileless  breast; 
Or  twined  with  loving  hand  a  cliaplet  fair 
In  the  long  tresses  of  lier  golden  hair. 
And  joj^ed  to  see  her  move,  with  eye  serene^ 
Through  the  gay  pastimes  of  tlie  villj^e-groen. 
Now,  all  imtended^  in  her  helpless  age, 
She  wanders  on  her  drcarj^  pilgruuage. 
The  world*s  cold  looks  to  meet,  its  scorn  to  brave. 
And  from  the  stranger's  hand  a  pittance  crave  I 
Sir  Ninian  rose;  —  the  tale  of  grief  and  pain 
To  that  warm  heart  was  never  breathed  in  vam ; 
The  meanest  thing,  amid  the  forest  dim. 
That  breathed  the  breath  of  life,  was  dear  to  him, 


28 


And  long  remembered  in  liis  father's  land 
Were  the  kmd  charities  of  that  young  hand. 
Not  alms  alone  he  gave,  the  gentle  Knight ! 

Soft  words  of  pity  from  his  pure  heart  flowed, — 
Blossoms  of  love  and  sjonpathy,  which  light 

Too  seldom  on  the  poor  man's  toilsome  road. 
As,  on  the  parched  stem  of  some  drooping  flower. 
Falls  the  mild  freshness  of  the  vernal  shower. 
So,  o'er  the  suppliant's  worn  and  weary  soul. 
Like  healing  balm,  those  words  of  kindness  stole. 
Old  thoughts,  old  feelings  in  her  bosom  rise, 
And  tears  are  gushing  from  those  hard,  stem  eyes; 
While  holy  words  —  that  many  a  year,  I  ween. 
To  those  pale,  quivering  lips  liad  strangers  been  — 
In  floods  of  grateftd  rapture  burst,  and  shed 
A  solemn  blessing  on  the  young  man's  head. 
They  parted  —  one,  through  poverty  and  gloom. 
To  seek  the  haven  of  the  quiet  tomb; 
And  one,  to  ponder  long,  with  thoughtful  brow. 
On  the  deep  mystery  of  human  woe. 
The  jarring  chord  that  mars  the  song  of  mirtli. 
The  cloud  that  dims  the  loveliest  scenes  of  eartli ! 

Onward  he  rode,  and  twilight's  dewy  hour 
Still  found  him  'neatli  the  forest's  leafy  bower; 
Fantastic  shapes  upon  the  turf  were  cast. 
Mysterious  voices  swelled  the  rising  blast; 
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Their  giaat  stems  tlie  circling  trees  npreared, 
Like  hooded  monks,  and  spectres  gaunt  and  weird. 
On  every  side  they  tlirongedj  a  ghastly  train 
Thick  as  the  pliantoms  of  a  haunted  Lmin  — 
And  fear  was  on  Im  soul.     Oh  1  scorn  him  not  I 

Each  hall  and  hainlet  had  its  legend  quaint^ 
Of  mighty  deeds  by  power  of  magic  wronght. 

Of  wizard  grim,  pale  nxm,  or  mart}Tred  sainL 
The  proudest  chieftain  of  an  ancient  line. 

The  stoutest  heart  that  beat  beneath  tho  mail. 
Then  bowed  in  lowly  reverence  at  tlie  slirine. 

And  gave  fiiU  credence  to  melt  wondrous  tale. 
Oh  I  pure  End  child-like  Faith  1  oh !  Fairy  lore  I 
In  this  dark  world  ye  have  your  place  no  more ; 
With  cold  and  selfish  hand,  we  di*iye  away 
The  graceful  lables  of  tiie  elder  day, 
The  lovely  creed  that  peoples  earth  and  air 
With  shapes  of  boundless  might  and  beauty  rare, 
Gives  to  the  limpid  rill  a  deeper  tone, 
And  lends  the  world  a  lustre  not  its  own ! 


A  human  voice  arose,  a  ray  of  light 
Streamed  o*er  the  pathway  of  the  wlldered  Knight; 
With  eager  Imnd  he  bent  the  boughs  aside. 
Before  him  rose  a  cavern  large  and  wide ; 
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A  mass  of  ivy  round  the  entrance  clung, 

And  sportively  its  pendent  tresses  flung 

O'er  the  small  silver  lamp  that  firom  the  broad  arch  hung. 

Beneath  it  sate  a  grave  and  aged  man. 

With  robe  of  sober  brown  and  visage  wan; 

Softly  the  light  fell  on  the  locks  of  grey 

That  clustered  round  his  calm  and  stately  head, 
As,  from  a  massive  tome  that  near  him  lay. 

In  measured  tone  some  mystic  words  he  read. 
Gladly  Sir  Ninian  hailed  that  welcome  sight. 

His  guardian  Saint  he  blessed  for  timely  aid, 
And  by  the  side  of  that  pale  Eremite 

For  a  brief  while  his  weary  footsteps  stayed. 


How  lovely  art  thou,  Agel  when  thy  meek  brow 

And  patient  smile. 
Speak  but  of  kindly  thought,  and  tender  woe. 

Unmixed  with  guile; 
When,  with  a  steadfast  eye,  on  scenes  long  past 

Thou  lookest  back. 
And  Faith  and  Hope  a  glorious  splendour  cast 

On  life's  dull  track; 
Thy  placid  features  wear  a  radiant  gleam, 

A  heavenly  dower. 
Soft,  calm,  and  soothing  as  the  moon's  pale  beam 

On  ruined  tower  I 
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How  fearful  art  thou.  Age!  when  thy  dark  eye 

And  furrowed  cheek. 
The  impress  wem*  of  guilt  and  miserj% 

Thoughts  vam  and  weak  ; 
When  Conscience  brmgs  fironi  many  a  mis-spent  day 

A  threatening  tone. 
And  o'er  the  dreaded  future  no  bright  ray 

Of  hope  is  tlirown  I 

In  filial  love  and  reverence  meet 

The  Warrior  sat  at  the  Sage's  feet. 

And  poured  forth  the  yearnings^  tliat^  long  suppressed. 

Like  a  hidden  flame,  burned  in  hiA  breast; 

He  spake  of  tlie  grief  and  the  silent  tears 

That  hung  like  a  shroud  o'er  his  earlier  years; 

Of  tlie  beauteous  visions  that  glided  by 

Wlieu  the  fire  of  youth  in  his  veins  burned  high. 

And  the  love  that,  in  his  lone  course  afar, 

Through  weal  and  woe,  was  his  gnidiug  etar- 

No  answering  word  the  hermit  made. 

His  head  upon  his  breast  was  bowed. 
As  one  who  in  his  spirit  prayed. 

And  knew  nor  love  nor  feeling  proud. 
But  ever  and  anon  there  came 
From  his  dark  eye  a  sudden  flame; 
And  the  smile  tliat  on  his  Up  was  worn, 
Was  a  smile  of  hate  and  bitterest  sconi. 
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And  all  in  the  cave  was  still  as  death. 
Save  the  chime  of  a  distant  waterfall. 

And  the  ivy  that  rose  with  the  night  wind's  breath, 
Rustling  against  the  outer  wall; 

Till,  starting  as  though  fix)m  dreams  he  woke, 

In  bitterness  the  old  man  spoke: 

"Heart  of  Youth!  still  pressing  ever 

Up  the  mountain's  barren  side. 
With  a  restless,  vain  endeavour. 
Eye  of  fire,  and  lip  of  pride! 
Thou  askest  Fame,  with  her  glittering  toy. 
To  bring  thee  Honour,  and  Love,  and  Joy; 
To  still  the  wishes,  the  undefined 
And  passionate  yearnings  that  crowd  thy  mind? 
I  tell  thee,  the  deer  shall  forsake  the  glen 
For  the  rough  and  the  busy  haunts  of  men ; 
The  stream  that  rushes  through  spray  and  foam. 
Shall  ascend  once  more  to  its  mountain  home; 
The  bird  shall  forget  the  forest  bower 

Where  first  he  sang  by  his  leafy  nest; 
Ere  Fame,  with  her  dreams  of  pomp  and  power, 

Shall  fill  the  void  of  one  human  breast! 
Time  was,  my  spirit  sought,  like  thine. 
Amid  the  good  and  great  to  shine; 
But  all  in  vain !    There  was  laid  on  me 
The  withering  curse  of  poverty. 
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Many,  wbos^  arm  was  less  strong  than  mine, 

Wore  borne  aloft  on  tlie  fickle  tide* 
While  I,  who  came  of  no  ancient  line. 

Like  a  noxious  weed  was  cast  aside. 
From  ttie  thouglitless  w^orld  and  its  vain  desires 
I  turned  to  the  lore  of  our  ancient  sires, 
I  communed  with  them  in  the  nights  alone, 
Till  their  might  and  their  wisdom  became  my  own. 
I  stood  erect  'neatli  the  mnrc  dome. 
And  questioned  the  stars  of  things  to  come; 
And  I  wrung  from  the  enrth  all  the  wealth  that  lies 
In  hor  deep  heart,  unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 
Be  whe  then,  O  Stranger  I  and  rest  with  me, — 
Tlnne  shall  the  fruits  of  my  learning  be; 
I  will  train  thy  heart,  and  teach  thee  to  look 
In  the  mystic  leaves  of  Nature's  hook; 
When  the  moon  shines  bright  o'er  the  field  and  fell. 
To  the  lisfoing  world  w^ill  we  breathe  Uie  spell; 
The  sprites  that  hover  oW  sea  and  land 
Sliall  bow  to  the  might  of  our  dread  command; 
From  the  hidden  depths  of  the  mermaid's  cave 
They  shall  bear  thee  the  spoils  of  tlie  crystal  wave; 
And  the  dusky  mine  at  thy  feet  shall  pour 
Treasures  unrecked  of  in  days  of  yore. 
Prouder  and  greater  thy  lot  shall  be 
Than  the  heroes  of  far-famed  Chivalry ! 
Theirs,  at  best,  was  an  empty  name, 
A  rugged  life,  and  a  barren  Fame, 
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Thine  —  no  bard,  in  liis  happiest  hour. 

When  his  soul  was  bursting  with  Poesy, 
Ere  imaged  forth  half  tlie  joy  and  power 

That  spirits  unseen  have  reserved  for  thee ! 
Thou  seekest  the  love  of  tliy  fellow  race, 

A  deathless  place  by  hearth  and  hall. 
And  the  gentle  smile  of  a  young,  fair  face? 

By  the  aid  of  Gold  thou  shalt  win  them  all!" 


And  lol  at  his  voice  the  darkness  pass'd 

From  the  cold  damp  sides  of  the  chamber  vast; 

No  more  on  heaps  of  rugged  stone 

Was  the  tremulous  light  of  the  pale  lamp  thrown  ; 

But  it  sank  and  faded  before  the  blaze 

That  shot  fix)m  the  heart  of  each  burning  gem. 
As  they  lit  up  tlie  walls  of  that  desert  place. 
Till  all  was  glory  and  tender  grace. 

Like  a  Monarch's  gorgeous  diadem. 
From  the  ruby — pride  of  the  southern  lands. 

With  an  eye  that  speaks  of  the  sultry  noon; 
To  the  strange,  pale  child  of  the  desert  sands. 

That  waxes  and  wanes  with  tlie  cliangeful  moon. 
The  emerald  was  there;  and  the  coral  twined 

Its  blushing  columns  in  graceful  sheaves. 
And  the  snowy  pearls,  in  its  branches  shrined, 

Were  like  drops  of  dew  in  the  rose's  leaves. 


And  amid  the  sparkle  of  gems  and  gold. 
Rose  the  giant  form  of  the  hennit  old  ; 
No  more  his  brow  wore  the  marks  of  care, 
Of  dreary  rigil,  and  Boleom  prayer ; 
And  his  voice,  no  longer  sweet  and  mild. 

Burst  like  a  sudden  trumpet  call. 
Till  the  rocks  repeated  tliat  promise  wild  — 

"  By  the  aid  of  Gold  thou  slialt  win  them  all ! " 
As  tho  early  frost,  in  a  sjxirkling  shower 
Melts  from  the  cup  of  each  drooping  flower. 
So  the  cloud  of  terror  and  mute  dismay 
From  Sir  Ninian's  spirit  rolled  away; 
And  he  rose  —  no  pensive  and  dreaming  youthj 
But  a  champion,  girt  for  the  cause  of  Trutli ! 
Whose  words  were  eloquent,  not  with  ai-t. 
But  the  noble  tJioughts  of  a  brave  young  heart. 
**  Mine  be  the  power  to  soothe  and  bless 
The  soul  of  the  needy,  in  his  disti*ess; 
To  maintain  with  honour  aiid  hardihood 
All  that  is  holy,  and  just,  and  good; 
And  when,  unsullied  by  crime  or  fear. 
In  death  shall  close  my  proud  career. 
Mine  be  a  grare  where  the  young  may  tread, 
Breathing  sweet  prayers  for  the  spirit  fled! 
Yesl  while  life  nerves  this  eager  liaad. 

While  the  moniing  sun  lights  this  fearless  brow, 
My  steadfast  heart,  and  my  trusty  brand, 

Are  TOwed  to  a  mightier  Lord  than  tJiouI 
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By  Him^  who  hath  made  each  glorious  stone 
That  thou,  in  thy  madness,  hast  called  tliine  own ; 
By  Him,  who  rules  e'en  in  this  lone  grot, 
Hence,  I  adjure  thee  —  and  tempt  me  not!" 
A  starless  cloud  overspread  the  sky,  ^  - 

And  the  voice  of  the  thunder  made  reply; 
The  lamp  cast  a  lurid  gleam  about. 
One  moment  quivered,  and  then  went  out; 
There  came  a  sudden,  stormy  blast, 
Through  the  crashing  branches  the  tempest  pass'd ; 
The  glittering  treasures  were  swept  away, 
The  vaulted  cave,  and  the  Wizard  grey. 

And  all  was  deepest  gloom!  

Once  more  he  stood 
vNeath  the  dark  boughs  of  the  majestic  wood; 
But  the  long  walks  and  avenues  were  bright. 
Tinged  with  the  moon's  soft,  mystic,  dreamy  light; 
Through  the  tall  oaks,  with  greenest  ivy  twined. 
Pealed  the  sweet  anthem  of  the  midnight  wind ; 
And  at  his  feet  a  gurgling  brooklet  strayed, 

A  thread  of  silver,  tlu*ough  the  forest  bowers. 
Upon  its  wave,  in  slumbering  beauty  laid, 

Gleamed  the  white  chalice  of  tlie  lotus  flowers, 
As  the  pure  eyes  of  guardian  spirits  rest 
On  the  calm  surface  of  a  sinless  breast 
No  sculptured  shrine,  no  hallowed  cross  was  there, 
But  the  cool  shade  was  full  of  love  and  prayer. 


In  holiest  awe  the  wanderer  bowed  his  head^ 
Briefly  his  grateful  orisons  he  said^ 
Then  sank  to  rest^  with  many  a  pleasant  dream. 
Lulled  by  the  music  of  that  woodland  stream. 
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CANTO  HI. 

Hail,  blessed  Spirit!  daughter  of  the  skyl 

That  shadowest  earth  with  thine  immortal  wings. 

And,  by  a  magic  touch,  dost  glorify- 
Alike  exalted  and  familiar  things  I 

Oh  I  what  were  life  without  thee?    Thou  dost  cast 

A  tender  halo  round  the  spectral  past, 

Softening  the  bitter  pangs,  the  burning  tears. 

The  vain  repinings  of  our  bygone  years; 

Till  Memory,  the  moonlight  of  the  soul. 

Blends  the  sharp  lines  in  one  delicious  whole. 

With  smiling  lip,  obedient  to  thy  sway. 

Flock  the  bright  pictures  of  the  passing  day; 

And  never  painter  caught  the  gorgeous  hues. 
The  clear  reftdgent  light,  the  charms  untold. 

Wherewith  thy  glowing  pencil  doth  suflFiiso 

The  shadowy  chart  Time  hath  not  yet  unrolled. 

Thou  dwellest  on  the  mountains,  where  of  yore. 
Armed  for  a  righteous  cause,  the  patriot  stood. 

Around  him  raged  the  stormy  tide  of  war. 

The  snowy  peaks  were  dyed  with  heroes'  blood; 
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Men,  in  their  impious  follj,  strove  to  bind 

A  galling  joke  alike  on  heart  and  brain  i 
Their  boastful  ensigns  fluttered  to  the  wiiidj 

Their  serried  lances  gleamed — Was  all  in  vain! 
And  wherefore  ?    To  each  heart  thy  sweet  voice  taught 

Strength  to  resist,  and  courage  to  endure; 
And  from  the  clouds,  with  storm  and  darkness  fraught, 

The  Sun  of  Freedom  rose,  serene  and  pure! 
The  light  once  kindled  on  those  heights  of  fame. 

Shall  ne*er  again  be  lost  in  embers  wan; 
To  distant  ages  bums  that  quenclJess  flame, 
TeUlng,  'mid  toil  and  error,  grief  and  shame. 

How  great,  how  noble  is  the  soul  of  man! 
Thou  dwellest  in  the  valley,  where  the  church 

Lifts  towards  the  skies  its  venerable  head  ; 
The  sunbeams  kiss  its  grey  and  ivied  porch. 

And  the  green  hillocks  where  the  dead  are  laid; 
While  from  tlxe  shadow  of  tlie  stately  tree 

Peep  many  a  latticed  |>ane  and  mansion  fau*. 
Like  children,  clustering  round  their  Mother's  knee, 

Who  lifts  her  folded  hands  to  Heaven  in  prayer. 
Thou  lov^st  the  gloom  of  old  baronial  ludls, 

The  lulling  murmur  of  the  Naiad's  rill; 
E'en  in  the  busy  city*s  crowded  walls, 

'Mid  toil,  and  want,  and  crime,  thou*rt  lingering  fitill. 
None  are  so  poor,  so  abject,  but  can  find 
Some  green  recess  within  their  troubled  mind; 
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It  may  be  but  a  nigh  for  pleasures  fled, 

A  teai*i  balf  checked  by  toil's  imperious  hasten 
Or  kindly  thoughts  that,  like  young  violeta,  shed 

A  sweet  perfume  across  Life's  dreary  waste. 
Wherever  Age  with  moistened  eyelid  turns 

To  the  lost  friendships  of  its  earlier  ^ys, — 
Wherever  Youth  with  martial  ardour  buniSj 

And  scans  the  future  with  a  dauntless  gaase  — 
Wherever  Genius  pours  its  bumbig  soul 
On  History's  page,  or  poefs  deatldess  scroll. 
Or  makes  the  marble  breathe,  —  the  canvas  glow 
With  tlioughts  and  images  of  long  ago; 
Wherever  Music,  through  tlie  spacious  nave 

Pours  her  rich  symphonies  and  choral  strain, 
With  spirit-stbring  bugle  calls  the  brave  — 

Floats  like  a  whisper  o'er  the  starlit  main. 
And,  finding  in  each  breast  an  answering  chord, 
Now  melts  to  tears^  now  lifts  the  soul  to  God  1 
The  choicest  trophies  of  impassioned  Artf 

The  countlesa  offerings  at  Nature's  shrine; 
E'en  tlie  deep  mainsprings  of  Uic  human  heart, 

Pride,  Faith,  Ambition,  Sorrow,  all  are  thine  I 
Eartb  has  no  lonely  pUin,  no  desert  spot. 
No  barren,  nigged  steep  where  thou  art  not 
Thine  is  the  foaming  sea,  the  balmy  air. 
The  festive  haU,  the  solemn  House  of  Prayer  — 
For  Poesy  is  Love,  and  Love  is  everywhere ! 
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Descend,  sweet  Spirit  I  from  the  radiant  throne 
Where,  mid  the  circling  spheres^  thou  ruFst  alone. 
My  trenihling  accents  frame,  my  song  inspire. 
And  lend  tliy  sweetness  to  a  mortal  lyre. 
The  hand  is  weak  —  hut  oh  I  the  heiirt  would  fain 

Reveal  its  treasures  to  the  eye  of  day, 
Recounting,  in  a  soft  and  joyona  skain^ 
As  sweet  a  dre^  as  e'er  tln*ough  poet's  hrain 

Wove  its  light  fancies  in  the  month  of  May  ! 

Tis  mom  in  the  greenwood  I    Each  tree  and  flower 

la  steeped  in  a  glittering,  silvery  shower. 

At  everj'  breathy  with  a  chiming  sound. 

The  dewdrops  fall  on  tlie  mossy  ground. 

Making  the  patlis  of  the  forest  sliine 

Like  tlie  cells  of  a  glorious  diamond  mine. 

Merrily  flitting  from  spray  to  sprajj 

The  wild  birds  carol  their  matins  gay. 

And  wherever  their  swnft  wings  have  parted  the  leaves 

Of  the  green  shady  canopy  Nature  weaves. 

The  sun  looks  in  with  an  eye  of  love, 

Gladd'ning  the  haunts  of  the  cuslmt  dova 

With  joyous  laughter,  on  everj^  bough, 

The  forest  fairies  are  waking  now,— 

Spirits  that  reign  o'er  the  glens,  and  dwell 

In  the  blossoming  thorn  and  the  hyacinth  bell. 

Peopling  the  woods  with  a  countless  throng, 

Whose  breath  is  perfume,  whose  soul  is  songl 
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From  the  mossy  bank  where  her  sisters  grew, 

The  violet  lifted  her  eyes  of  blue. 

And  the  wild  blush  rose  in  the  soft  light  smiled, 

Like  the  dimpled  cheek  of  a  playful  child; 

But  the  lily,  above  her  graceftd  head 

The  tremulous  shade  of  her  broad  leaves  spread. 

Like  an  orphan  who  shrinks  fix)m  the  world's  cold  eye. 

Bows  her  pale  forehead,  and  prays  to  die. 

With  noiseless  footsteps,  in  sprightly  mood 

Came  the  forest's  statelier  sisterhood. 

Clad  in  their  robes  of  sylvan  green. 

Their  long  locks  crowned  with  garlands  bright, — 
And  they  bent  with  eye  and  brow  serene 

O'er  the  mossy  couch  of  the  slumbering  Knight 
Upon  the  grass  Sir  Ninian  lay. 
His  thoughts  were  wandering  far  away; 
His  soul,  in  the  midnight's  tranquil  hours. 
Had  dwelt  in  a  land  of  deathless  flowers. 
Where  young  leaves  rustle,  and  bright  founts  gleam. 
And  glowing  Fancy  reigns  supreme; 
The  fairy  forms  that  hovered  near 
Seemed  but  the  sprites  of  that  radiant  sphere; 
And  the  blending  voices,  the  low  sweet  hymn, 
That  floated  away  through  the  forest  dim. 

In  tones  of  love  and  firesh  delight. 
Was  but  the  echo  of  a  strain 
That,  like  a  mild,  refreshing  rain. 

Had  steeped  his  soul  the  livelong  night 


^ir  ginm. 


43 


But  soon  a  louder  music  broke 

From  the  knotted  boughs  of  a  hoaiy  oak; 

The  birds  for  awliile  in  silence  hung, 
And  the  small^  fleet  insectsj  like  charmed  things. 
Stood  listening,  poised  on  their  airy  wingSj 

To  the  wild*  sweet  strain  by  the  fairies  sung: 

A  joyous  life  we  fairies  lead,  beneath  Hie  greenwood  taree, 
Weaving  at  times  our  sportive  dance  on  many  a  grassy  lea ; 
Or  'aeath  the  spreading  elm  we  pause,  to  bind  the  drooping 
flower. 

And  o'er  the  infant  blossoms  pour  a  fertilizing  shower. 

We  love  to  dream  away  the  hours  on  beds  of  fragi'ant 
tliyme, 

Or  with  the  ivy's  glossy  leaves  o'er  storied  ruins  climb ; 
We  hover  round  the  gloomy  caves  where  hidden  waters 
gleam. 

And   in   the   lily's  marble  cup  float   dowii  the  tranquil 
stream. 

Should  storm  and  darkness  throw  their  shade  across  the 
snmmer  sky. 

Within  the  closely-folded  leaves,  secure  from  liarm,  we  lie* 
When  through  the  clouds  tlie  merry  sim  looks  forth,  we 
wake  anew. 

Hold   converse   with   the   singing    birds,   and   quaff  tht* 
silver  dew* 
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Child  of  the  Earth !  to  whose  rapt  gaze  kind  spirits  have 
revealed 

A  thousand  glorious  mysteries,  in  the  wood's  deep  heart 
concealed. 

Oh  1  rest  within  our  forest  home,  nor  seek  to  break  the  spell 
That  holds  thee  now,  a  welcome  guest,  within  the  Fairies'  dell ! 

Thy  couch  shall  be  the  velvet  lawn,  thy  drink  the  limpid  rill. 
Thy  messenger  the  swift-winged  breeze  that  sports  on  moor 
and  hill. 

And  all  the  blushing  flowers  that  waft  sweet  odours  on  thy 
way. 

Shall  be  thy  fragrant  horologe  through  the  long,  bright 
summer  day. 

For  thee  the  bee  her  task  shall  ply,  for  thee  the  lark  shall 
sing. 

And  buds  and  mosses  from  the  ground  in  fisher  beauty  spring. 
And  lichens  gray,  that  crust  the  roots  of  many  an  aged  tree. 
Shall  whisper  tales  of  olden  times,  of  love  and  gramarye. 

The  turf  a  carpet  smooth  and  green  shall  spread  beneath 
thy  feet. 

And  sunbeams  slanting  through  the  boughs  thy  waking  eyes 
shall  greet; 

And  when  the  twilight  shadows  steal  across  the  leafy  bower. 
The  glow-worm's  lamp  shall  guide  thee  home  at  evening's 
dewy  hour. 
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A  thousand  gentle  miniatmnts  shall  watch  around  thee  keep, 
When  on  thy  heavy  eyelids  falls  the  sootliing  balm  of  sleep ; 
And  friendly  hands  shall  strew  thy  couch  with  dreamsj  devoid 
of  pam^ 

And  plenteous  as  the  rosy  buds  in  Summer^s  fair  domauL 

Say,  will  Eaiih  give  thee  forms  so  fair,  or  eyes  so  fiill  of  glee. 
As  those  which  hail  the  aunny  mom  from  bnsh^and  forest 
tree? 

WUt  thou  find  hearts  as  kind  and  warm  among  tliy  fellow 
men, 

As  those  which  bound  in  blameless  joy  within  tlie  lonely 
glen? 

Alas  I  in  quest  of  happiness  man  spends  his  golden  prime, 
Bui  soon  his  bright  creations  fade  beneath  the  stroke  of 
Tune; 

Across  the  brightest  lot  there  steals  a  deep  and  nameless 
gloom. 

And  all  too  late  ye  leara  liiat  nought  is  cliangeless,  save  the 
tomb  I 


But  what  hatli  Earth  to  do  with  thee  ?    Thy  heart  is  all 
too  pure. 

Her  stores  of  glittering  dross  to  prize,  her  follies  to  endure ; 
In  its  clear  depth  a  plenteous  seed  of  gentle  thought  was 
sown, 

And  Nature,  with  a  parent's  care>  still  claims  thee  for  her  own. 
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Oh!  turn,  ere  Hope's  bright  star  hath  waned,  ere  from  thy 

cheek  hath  pass'd 
The  joyous  smile,  the  warm  rich  glow  by  youth's  fair  angel 

cast; 

Ere  grief  hath  chilled  thy  heart's  sweet  fount,  and  in  the 
fruitless  strife. 

The  radiant  bloom  hath  fidlen  from  the  noble  tree  of  Life ! 

Mid  balmy  airs  and  gentle  sounds,  thy  youth  shall  glide 
away. 

Like  a  pleasant  hum  that  lulls  the  brain  on  a  sultry  smnmer 
day; 

And  Death  shall  call  thy  soul  fix)m  earth,  with  summons  soft 
and  mild. 

And  gratefrd  as  the  hush  of  eve  to  a  young  o'erwearied 
child  1" 


Meanwhile,  across  Sir  Ninian's  open  brow 
Deep  shades  of  thought  were  passing  to  and  fro; 
And,  with  that  witching  music,  rolled  away 
The  golden  mist  that  on  his  senses  lay. 
Slowly  he  rose,  as  loth  the  charm  to  break, 
And  for  the  harsh,  prosaic  world,  forsake 
The  brilliant  realms,  where  late  he  wandered  free. 
In  the  full  tide  of  Love  and  Poesy. 


There  was  a  look  of  sorrow  in  Ma  eye. 
As  to  ike  laughing  njnipha  he  made  reply. 
Calmly  but  sad  —  m  one  who  leaves  the  shore. 

Obedient  to  duty^s  stern  decree. 
To  seek  his  fortune  where  the  billows  roar, 

An4  brave  the  perils  of  the  stormy  sea; 
Yet,  as  beneath  liis  prow  the  wild  waves  fly. 

And  the  white  canvas  flutters  in  the  wind, 
Full  oft  he  turns,  to  ga/e,  with  tearful  eye. 

On  the  loved  l^dscape  that  he  leaves  beluni 

"Friends  of  my  earliest  years!    By  m^iy  a  tie 
Of  fond  remembnuice  and  aspiringa  highj 
By  peaceful  thought,  and  generous  sympathy, 
And  strong  affection,  are  ye  bound  to  me  1 
When  the  first  clouds  across  my  being  swept, 
When  by  my  parents'  tomb  I  vainly  wept. 
And  the  cold  marble  where  their  dust  was  laid 
Cast  o'er  the  darkened  earth  its  cheerless  shade, 
I  wandered  by  the  river's  reed-grown  side, 
Mingling  my  hot  tears  with  its  swelling  tide. 
Ah !  then,  to  soothe  an  orphan's  bitter  woes, 
From  the  moist  ground  sweet  comforters  arose; 
Each  lowly  herb  that  on  the  smooth  bank  grew. 
Each  fairy  flower  that  drank  the  early  dew. 
All  breathed  of  lovelier  scenes,  of  purer  day. 
Of  lands  o'er  whose  bright  paths  no  shadow  lay* 
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Of  thoughts,  whose  soaring  pinions  cleave  the  gloom. 

And  gild  the  dark  horizon  of  the  tomb. 

When  Joy  once  more  across  my  pathway  smiled. 

Amid  your  shades  I  roved,  no  more  a  child, — 

Panting  for  glory,  eager  for  the  strife 

And  blazoned  trophies  of  a  warrior's  life; — 

And  sweeter  dreams,  of  home  and  household  love, 

Soothed  my  vexed  spirit  like  a  brooding  dove. 

Ah  1  Life  to  me  was  then  enchanted  ground, 

Hope  smiled,  and  Love's  yoimg  angel  hovered  round; 

Lulled  by  his  welcome  whispers,  on  the  sod 

I  lay  reclined,  or  through  the  green  walks  trod. 

Teaching  the  echoes  of  each  woodland  dell 

To  breathe  the  name  of  dark-eyed  Isabel! 

When  in  my  breast  arose  a  hidden  fire. 

With  faltering  hand  I  struck  the  Muse's  lyre. 

My  soul's  deep  love  I  poured  in  burning  words. 

And  drew  sweet  answers  fi'om  the  thrilling  chords. 

I  sought  the  forest  —  o'er  my  heated  brain 

Your  whispering  zephyrs  shed  their  soft  control. 
And  Inspiration,  with  her  heavenly  train. 

From  your  green  boughs  descended  on  my  souL 
Too  well  I  know  what  change,  what  woes  unsaid 
Await  me  in  the  world  before  me  spread. 
Where  lips,  that  knew  but  smiles  in  life's  bright  mom. 
Learn  all  too  soon  the  bitter  words  of  scorn; 
And  hearts,  once  closely  joined  in  thought  and  will, 
Grow  hard  and  stem  beneath  that  influence  chill. 


But  ye  are  changeless.  —  In  yoiir  mild,  sweet  eyes 
The  same  deep  fount  of  love  and  pity  liesj 
Ye  know  no  scomj  no  anger,  and  ye  greet 
With  constant  smiles  your  cliildren's  erring  feet. 
Fain  would  I  dwell,  secure  from  want  and  woe. 

In  the  long  alleys  of  the  forest  wide, 
Bask  with  ihe  fairies  in  the  noontide  glow. 

And  on  a  car  of  dazzling  sunbeams  ride, 
Alas]  it  may  not  he,— A  solemn  vow 
Hath  bound  the  morion  on  my  tlnrobbing  brow. 
And  calls  me  to  the  fields  where  grief  and  gloom. 
Dark  shame  and  sorrow,  are  the  vanquiahed's  doom; 
And  the  proud  wreath  the  haughty  conqueror  wears 
Is  laurel  sown  m  blood  and  reaped  in  tears  I 
There  sounds  no  footstep  in  ray  father's  hall. 
No  mail-clad  sentry  guards  its  ivied  wall. 
No  lo\TUg  eye  at  my  renown  will  smile, 
Butj  from  their  deep  graves  in  the  cloistered  aisle. 
Each  warrior  chief  would  start,  if  my  disgrace 
Tarnished  the  glories  of  his  ancient  race. 
If  my  weak  footsteps  left  the  path  he  trod, 
Recreant  alike  to  Honour  and  to  God  I 
Not  Pride  alone,  a  nobler  thought  inspires 
The  true  descendant  of  a  hundred  sires; 
'Tis  hisj  with  worthy  deeds  to  feed  the  flame 
Their  great  hearts  kindled  at  the  shrine  of  Fame; 
Transmitting,  to  the  races  yet  unborn, 
Aims  pure  and  stainless  as  the  virgin  mom. 
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And  glorious  memories,  that  fill  the  heart 

With  emulation  and  aspirings  high. 
Bid  selfish  thoughts  and  grovelling  cares  depart. 

And  lend  fi^h  lustre  to  the  fearless  eye. 
Such  is  the  task  that  waits  me. —  I  depart, 
Yet,  with  the  fervour  of  a  brother's  heart, 
I  bless  you.  —  May  no  tempest  ever  come 
To  blight  the  blossoms  of  your  sylvan  home; 
Green  be  the  grass,  and  fresh  the  vernal  showers 
That  bathe  the  deep  roots  of  your  fragrant  flowers; 
And  when  the  traveller's  worn  and  weary  feet 
At  twilight  hour  shall  seek  your  calm  retreat. 
Oh  I  may  he  find,  beneath  tlie  greenwood  tree. 
Thoughts  pure  and  deep  as  those  ye  gave  to  me!" 

He  spake,  and  turned  with  thoughtful  mien 
From  the  laughing  groups  and  the  sunny  sheen. 
To  a  path,  through  silence  and  deepest  shade. 
That  led  to  the  verge  of  the  haunted  glade; 
But  the  woodbine  her  sportive  tresses  wound 
The  massive  stems  of  the  oaks  around; 
The  slight  leaves  bent  to  the  warrior's  hand, 

But  with  sudden  effort  they  rose  anew. 
O'er  his  glittering  helmet,  o'er  shield  and  brand. 

Their  fluttering  tendrils  the  breezes  threw; 
Nor  might  Sir  Ninian  aye  unclasp 
The  close  embrace  of  that  clinging  grasp; 
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WWle  a  mockiiig  voice  of  pride  and  power 
Came  from  the  heart  of  each  pale,  sweet  flower: 
"  In  vain,  O  Child  of  Earth  I  in  vain 
Wouldst  thou  strive  to  sever  tixj  sjlvan  chain; 
At  early  dawn  were  the  soft  words  said. 
On  thy  slumbering  senses  tlie  spell  was  laid; 
And  never  shall  mortal  hand  unbind 
The  fragrant  links  by  the  Fairies  twined  I" 

There  came  a  sweet  voice  from  the  rowan-tree.— 

Oh !  the  Njmph  of  the  rowan  was  fair  to  see ! 

The  glance  of  her  lustrous  eye,  half  hid 

By  the  long  dark  fringe  of  its  drooping  lid, 

Was  like  a  calm  river  tliat  flows  between 

Banks  of  wild  heatlier  and  brackens  green. 

When  the  sun  comes  forth,  and  tlie  morning  slgr 

Is  glassed  in  its  crystal  purity; 

A  cbaplet,  culled  from  her  native  bough. 

Shaded  her  high  and  dreamy  brow 

With  its  slender  leaves  and  clusters  bright. 

And  featliery  blossoms  of  purest  white 

In  her  long  fair  hair  twined  lovinglyj 

Like  wreatlis  of  foam  on  a  golden  sea. 

She  told  how  a  sorrowing  wanderer  strayed. 

In  the  sultry  noon,  through  the  peacefiil  shade; 

But  not  alone  of  the  changing  cheek, 

And  the  fiirrowed  brow,  did  tlie  wood-nymph  sp^k. 
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She  read  all  tlie  hopeless  miseryj 
The  springs  of  bitterest  grief,  that  lie 

In  the  haunted  depths  of  the  erring  soul. 

Secret,  and  shrouded  from  man's  control, 
But  revealed  to  the  spirit's  pitying  eye. 
She  knew  the  history,  sad  and  strange. 
Of  the  homeless  pilgrim  —  the  wondrous  change 
From  the  village  maiden,  whose  cheerful  song 
Rang  through  the  meadows  the  whole  day  long  — 
To  the  famishing  beggar,  whose  drooping  head 
With  the  silvery  frost  of  age  was  spread. 
Whose  weary  footsteps  were  doomed  to  roam 
Through  the  heartless  world,  and  to  find  no  home; 
Little,  I  ween,  could  the  spirit  guess 
The  depth  of  that  mourner's  wretchedness; 
How  could  that  pure  and  gentle  fitime 
Know  aught  of  sorrow,  and  want,  and  shame? 
Yet  her  soft  voice  trembled,  and  to  her  eye 
Sprang  the  glistening  tears  of  sympathy. 
Oh  I  lovelier  far,  to  Sir  Ninian's  thought. 

Were  those  faltering  accents,  that  pensive  face. 
Than  the  thousand  graceful  nymphs  who  sought 

To  chain  his  steps  in  that  elfin  place. 
For  there  blooms  not  a  sweet  and  precious  flower. 
There  shines  not  a  gem  in  Beauty's  dower. 
So  pure,  so  bright,  as  the  tears  that  flow 
From  a  stainless  heart  for  another's  woe! 


With  pride  and  joy  was  her  blue  eye  fired 

As  she  told,  with  the  air  of  one  inspired. 

How  the  young  Knight's  greeting  had  soothed  to  rest 

The  storm  that  inged  in  that  heaving  bre-ast; 

Hope  beamed  once  raore  on  her  patliwaj  lone, 

The  star  of  Faith  tlurough  the  dark  clouds  shone. 

And  the  heartj  that  in  impotent  wrath  load  borne 

The  world*s  cold  pity  and  biting  scorn, 

Was  won  to  the  glorious  realms  above. 

By  one  gentle  accent,  one  look  of  love  I 

The  voice  of  the  fairies  is  silent  now. 

And  a  soft  shade  falls  on  each  lifted  brow; 

The  woodbine  drops  at  the  captive's  knee: 

The  charm  is  broken,  the  path  is  free  I 

And  hark  to  the  sound,  like  a  distant  psalm 

That  the  fresh  air  brings  from  those  groves  of  balm; 

From  the  smooth  green  turf  at  Sir  Ninian's  feet 

Tlie  tiny  elves  that  strain  prolong. 
And  the  stately  queens  of  the  wood  repeat. 

In  silvery  accents,  that  wondrous  song: 
And  the  trees  all  echo,    Pass  on  —  pass  on 
Through  toil  to  triumph,  thou  glorious  one  t 
No  spell  can  bind  thee,  no  sprite  molest 
The  gentle  Knight  whom  the  poor  hath  bless'dl" 


64 


With  hopes  that  grew  and  ripened  day  by  day, 
Sir  Ninian  passed  along  his  distant  way; 
Wherever  pain  and  grief,  with  vigils  drear. 

And  sad  forebodings,  bowed  the  toilwom  frame. 
His  course  he  stayed,  and  to  the  sufferer's  ear 

His  cheering  words  like  radiant  sunbeams  came; 
Wherever  brave  men  rose,  and  fearless  broke 
From  their  chafed  necks  Oppression's  iron  yoke. 
Rousing  the  echoes  of  the  indignant  sky 
With  their  proud  watchword,  "  Faith  and  Liberty  I " 
First  in  the  van,  the  armdd  foes  between, 
The  hero's  snowy  plume  was  ever  seen. 
And,  from  the  stroke  of  his  avenging  sword. 
In  mute  dismay  shrank  the  invading  horde. 
And  Fame  was  his:  her  mighty  trumpet  bore 
His  proud  achievements  on  from  shore  to  shore: 
Youth's  heart  beat  high,  when  many  a  grey-haired  sire 
Praised  his  bold  deeds  beside  the  cottage  fire; 
And  maidens  watched,  tlirough  twilight's  deepening  gloom. 
The  shadowy  outline  of  his  nodding  plume. 
And  marvelled  who  might  be  the  Ladye  bright. 
For  whose  dear  sake  rode  forth  so  true  a  Knight, 
His  brightest  years  to  spend  in  irksome  toil, 
And  brave  grim  Death  itself,  for  one  approving  smile. 
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A  barren  heath,  across  whose  drear  expanse 
The  autumn  sun  looked  down  with  fierj  glance. 
No  silver  hrook^  with  low  melodious  soimdi 
Railed  its  clear  waters  o'er  Hie  thirsiy  ground ; 
But  scanty  trees,  by  lightning  seared  and  bent, 
To  the  brown  turf  a  fitful  shadow  lentj 
Nor  could  the  traveller's  wistful  gaze  descry 
Aught  save  the  trackless  moor  and  sultry  sky ; 
Weaij  and  faints  across  that  desert  waste^ 
For  many  a  leacrue  his  jaded  steed  he  pressed; 
With  joyful  heart  he  marked,  at  evening  bonr, 

A  lonely  fort  that  crowned  a  neighbouring  heightj 
Albeit  the  rocky  steep  and  crumbling  tower 

Promised  cold  welcome  to  the  stranger  Knight. 
No  silken  banner  woo'd  the  listless  wind. 
No  bearded  squires  the  massive  entrance  lined ; 
One  dark  mysterious  figui^Oj  gaunt  and  tall^ 
Leaned  motionless  against  the  castle  wall ; 
On  coal-black  steed,  in  sable  armour  dress'd. 
His  vizard  dowiij  his  burnished  lance  in  rest, 
With  towering  pimnes,  that  idly  rose  and  fell. 
Before  the  portal  firowned  that  gloomy  Sentinel  I 

Courteous  and  frank,  his  barb  Sir  Ninian  reined. 
As  he  the  summit  of  the  mountain  gained ; 
Shelter  he  craved,  and  food,  and  welcome  rest, 
Boon  ever  granted  to  wayfiaring  guest. 
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With  eye  of  fierce  disdain,  and  lip  of  pride 

His  lance  the  Black  Knight  shook,  and  thus  replied: 

"  Stoop  thy  proud  crest  to  me,  and  from  thy  shield 

Tear  the  white  Cross  that  mars  its  azure  field. 

Symbol  of  creeds  that  long  in  thrall  have  held 

Tlie  fire  of  Youtli,  the  sense  of  sober  Eld, 

Ruling  the  world  by  base  ignoble  art. 

And  fears  that  ill  beseem  a  soldier's  heart  1 

Then,  in  my  halls  seek  pleasure  and  repose. 

For  thee  the  feast  is  spread,  the  rich  wine  flows. 

Sweet  voices  murmur  many  a  loving  word. 

And  Peace  with  garlands  wreaths  the  warrior's  sword. 

But,  if  thy  timorous  soul  shrink  weakly  back 

And  fear  to  leave  thy  fathers'  beaten  track; 

If  Superstition  draw  her  icy  chain 

Of  hideous  darkness,  on  thy  heart  and  brain. 

Then  look  thy  last  on  yonder  setting  sun. 

Like  him,  thy  goal  is  reached,  fhy  day  is  done. 

And,  ere  once  more  he  lights  the  Eastern  wave, 

The  long  dank  grass  shall  flourish  o'er  thy  gravel" 

"Ohl  lost  to  faith  —  to  honour!    How  canst  thou 
Bind  the  bright  casque  upon  thy  shameless  brow. 
Assume  the  arms,  and  bear  the  name  of  Em'ght, 
Yet  break  the  holiest  vow  a  man  can  plight? 
Fortune  and  Fame,  by  deeds  of  prowess  bold. 
My  gallant  &thers  won  in  days  of  old; 


But  well  thej  knew^  the  Cross  alone  had  power 

To  cheer  aiid  comfort  in  theii*  final  hour  — 

Not  faithless  to  their  memory  am  I  — 

Thy  rage  I  acorn,  thy  menace  I  defy  I 

Mj  gage  I  throw  —  the  Saints  in  whom  I  trust 

Mine  arm  will  strengthen,  for  my  cause  is  just  I 

They  meet,  they  close  —  the  sun's  departing  beam 
On  their  raised  weapons  casts  a  purple  gleam, — 
But  ill  tlie  jaded  steed  and  weary  hand 
The  onslaught  of  the  giant  foe  witlistand. 
Hark  to  the  clash  of  steel — the  desperate  fray! 

The  slumbering  hills  have  caught  the  stirring  sound, 
And,  ere  their  echoes  yet  have  died  away, 

The  Christian  Hero  bleeds  upon  the  ground ! 
And,  with  a  vengeful  smile  and  auUen  brow, 
The  Elfin  Knight  is  bending  o'er  him  now ; 
Like  some  dark,  beetliug  rock,  against  whose  side 
AH  vainly  foams  the  ocean's  angry  tide; 
Wave  after  wave  its  snowy  crest  doth  raiae. 

To  the  wild  storm  responds  with  tlireatening  roar, 
One  moment  dashes  round  the  jutting  base> 

Breaks  into  spray,  and  falls,  to  rise  no  morel 
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CANTO  IV. 

A  FEARFUL  thing  it  is,  to  wake  and  find 

Nought  but  the  cold,  damp  wall  of  dungeon  drear. 

And  massive  bars,  through  which  the  gentle  wind. 
That  loves  the  weak  to  raise,  the  sad  to  cheer. 
Scarce  greets  with  whisper  soft  the  captive's  earl 

When  light  again  dawned  on  Sir  Ninian's  ej^e. 
So  chill,  so  lonely  did  that  scene  appear, 

He  gazed  around  him  with  a  shuddering  sigh. 

Then  bowed  his  weary  head,  and  prayed  at  once  to  die. 

Slowly  the  hours  crept  by  on  leaden  wing, 

Nor  hope  nor  comfort  brought  the  rising  day; 
Her  pitying  rays  the  Autumn  moon  did  fling 

In  the  dark  chamber  where  tlie  young  Ejiight  lay. 

The  months  rolled  past,  and  Winter  stem  and  gray 
Drove  from  the  sky  each  light  and  fleecy  cloud. 

Laid  his  cold  hand  on  field  and  floweret  gay; 
The  joyous  earth  was  wrapped  in  snowy  shroud. 
And  through  the  long  dark  night  the  wind  howled  fierce 
and  loud. 


fir  Dlittini. 
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And  Summer  came  with  all  her  wealth  of  flowers. 

Green  leaves  were  mirrored  in  each  pleasant  riU, 
Blithely  the  birds  sang  in  the  garden  bowers. 

Tile  bee  hung  murmuring  o*er  the  fragrant  hill; 

But  vainly  tlirobbed  the  captive's  bosom  still 
With  heart-sick  yearnings  for  his  native  air, 

And  proud,  impatient  teeUngs  woke,  until 
Hope's  radiant  angel  spread  her  pinions  fair 
And  by  his  side  alone  frowned  dark  and  stem  Despair* 


Thick,  heavy  clouds  the  morning  sky  o'ercast. 

And  boding  sliadows  fall  on  mount  and  lea, 
The  ze[>liyr's  voice  is  hushed,  and  raindrops  fiist 

Come  pattering  on  the  sward  and  leafy  tree  ; 

"And  thus,"  Sir  Niman  cries,  *^my  fate  will  be! 
Tlie  sun  in  clouds  hatli  set,  the  m'ght  is  come. 

And  never,  never  more  shall  dawn  on  me 
The  blessed  rays  that  cheered  my  path  of  gloom  — 
My  arm  is  idle  now  —  my  refuge  is  the  tomb !  ^ 


Lo!  while  he  speaks,  the  sun  bursts  forth  anew, 
O'er  tlie  green  hills  the  fleeting  mists  are  driven, 

And  Earth,  arrayed  in  robe^  of  loveliest  hue. 

Sends  through  her  tears  an  answering  smile  to  Heaven ; 
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And  a  sweet  voice  replies:  "To  man  are  given 
Sunbeams  of  rosy  joy  and  clouds  of  pain ; 

The  soul  that  mourns  aright  shall  be  forgiven  — 
The  fertile  mead  that  yields  the  richest  grain. 
Felt  Winter^s  frosiy  breath,  and  drank  Spring's  fostering 
rain!" 

The  earth  is  ftdl  of  these  deep  mysteries. 

Lessons  of  truth  profound  and  glorious  light. 
Taught  by  the  humblest  flower,  the  lightest  breeze. 

The  smallest  star  that  crowns  the  brow  of  Night; 

And  though  too  oft  we  fail  to  read  aright. 
The  fault  is  ours,  not  hers. —  Sin's  willing  thrall, 

Man  binds  the  fetters  o'er  his  darkened  sight; 
Yet  the  great  Monitress  instructs  us  all. 
And  blest  indeed  is  he  who  heeds  her  ceaseless  call  I 

With  chastened  heart,  in  lowly  reverence  bending. 

On  the  damp  stone  the  Christian  kneeleth  there. 
And  zephyrs,  from  that  cheerless  vault  ascending. 

Bear  to  the  gates  of  Heaven  his  fervent  prayer. 

And  sleep  fell  on  his  eyes,  if  sleep  it  were. 
That  charmed  his  wandering  senses  soothingly. 

Chased  from  his  brow  the  wintry  marks  of  care. 
And  bade  his  joyous  footsteps  wander  free 
In  golden  groves  that  wind  round  Life's  immortal  tree. 


fir  Ipiinian. 
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There  angels  soared  on  rainbow-tinted  wmgs, 

*Mjd  the  bright  precincts  of  the  mystic  slirine, 
And  deathless  flowers,  and  radiant  blossomings 

Filled  the  rich  air  with  fragrance  all  divine; 

The  costliest  gems  that  deck  an  Eastern  mine, 
Grew  pale  before  the  golden  harps  which  shone 

In  serapW  bands,  who,  formed  in  awful  line. 
Touched  tlie  fliU  chords  in  glorious  unison, 
And  poured  fortli  b>inns  of  praise  before  the  Crystal 
Throna 

And  silvery  fountains  through  the  garden  sent 

Their  gushing  waters  with  a  starry  gleam  j 
A  burning  thirst  caine  o'er  liim,  and  he  bent 

To  cool  his  fevered  lips  iu  that  pure  stream; 

Already  at  his  side  the  bright  forms  seem. 
The  harps  resound,  the  waters  sparkle  high  — 

Alas  I  a  rude,  harsb  voice  dispels  the  dream. 
And  calls  the  slumberer — oh  I  how  wearily, 
Back  to  the  icy  chains  of  dark  Reality- 


The  Black  Knight  stood  beside  him  —  liis  stem  brow 
And  swarthy  features  wore  a  gloomier  shade, 

Aa  one  in  wrath  and  hatred  forced  to  bow 
Unto  a  mightier  Lord. — ^His  hand  he  laid 
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Upon  the  captive's  arm,  and  thus  he  said: 
"  The  Saints,  young  Warrior  I  fain  would  set  thee 
free ; 

My  spells  avail  not  'gainst  their  potent  aid. 
If  strong  thine  arm,  if  firm  thy  courage  be  — 
One  trial  waits  thee  yet  —  Arise  and  follow  me!" 


In  silence  and  gloom  they  are  hurrying  on, 
They  have  left  beliind  them  the  dungeon  lone. 
The  dusky  vault  and  the  winding  stair; 
And  the  cooling  breath  of  the  summer  air 
With  her  light  wing  fans  the  young  man's  brow. 
And  tinges  his  cheek  with  a  healthful  glow. 
While  the  distant  mountains,  the  cloudless  sky. 
And  the  lair  green  earth  meet  his  raptured  eye. 
Silently,  sternly  at  liis  side 
In  scornful  wratli  moves  his  moody  guide. 
No  word  he  deigns,  till  they  pause  at  last 
'Neath  the  broad-arched  door  of  a  chamber  vast. 
'Twas  a  noble  hall  of  the  days  of  yore, 
With  vaulted  roof  and  marble  floor ; 
The  arras,  in  many  a  rustling  fold. 
Shewed  hoary  Prophet  and  Conqueror  bold. 
The  Martyr's  palm  and  the  Virgin's  wreath, 
Beauty  and  Splendour  —  Love  and  Death! 


^ir  llinian. 
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The  mnliglit  streamed  through  the  easement  wide; 

Tall  rose  the  colmniiB  on  either  side, 

Enwreathed  witli  carvings  grotesque  and  wild, 

Whence  sculptured  cherubs  looked  down  and  smiled 

On  flags  that  had  fluttered  in  many  a  gale, 

On  spear,  and  hauberk  and  shirt  of  mail, 

Casting  deep  shadows,  and  broad,  and  tall. 

On  the  stately  groups  in  that  gorgeous  haJL 

On  the  crimson  dais,  in  chair  of  state. 

Begirt  by  his  nobles,  a  Monarch  satej 

And  beautiful  ladies  were  there,  arrayed  , 

In  pohes  of  ermine  and  rich  brocade; 

Statesmen  and  chieftains,  a  princely  band. 

And  gallant  soldiers,  whose  daimtless  hand 

Grasped  battle-axe  and  glaive. 
But  Sir  Ninian  started,  and  held  his  breatli. 
For  all  the  room  wore  a  hue  of  death; 
Glazed  was  each  eye  and  mute  each  tongue, 
And  on  every  pallid  brow  there  hung 

A  shade  of  the  voiceless  grave. 
And  the  Black  Knight  hurried,  with  eager  stride, 
Towards  a  falchion  that  lay  by  the  Monarch's  side. 
And  he  said:  "Young  Knight t  on  tliat  glittering  steel 
Hangs  a  Sovereign's  power,  a  nation's  weal; 
Unsheathe  tlie  blade,  and  my  reign  is  o'er. 
My  spells  can  fetter  thy  limbs  no  more; 
Life  shall  be  lliine,  and  joy,  and  power, 
For  these  broad  green  lands,  and  this  princely  tower 
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Shall  hail  thee  as  their  Lord. 
But  if  thou  faiPst  —  if  the  magic  brand 
Drop  from  the  grasp  of  thy  trembling  hand  — 
No  guardian  angel,  no  airy  sprite. 
No  messenger  sent  from  the  halls  of  light. 
Shall  save  thee  again  from  my  vengeftd  might  — 

Now,  Warrior  I  take  the  sword  I " 


He  seized  the  weapon  —  his  proud  lip  curled 

With  courage  to  brave  an  opposing  world. 

And  daring  valour  that  aught  defied; 

While  an  eagle  glance  of  hope  and  pride 

For  a  moment  lit  up  his  large  bright  eye, 

And  his  young  heart  throbbed  with  a  sudden  joy 

Joy,  such  as  he  feels  who  rises  again 

In  health  and  hope  from  a  bed  of  pain; 

Or  the  exile  who  hears  on  a  foreign  strand 

The  musical  tones  of  his  native  land. 

He  starts  —  he  trembles.    What  sudden  power 

Daunts  that  fearless  spirit  in  danger's  hour? 

A  stir,  a  murmur  —  and  yet  again 

Comes  the  fitfiil  wail  as  of  souls  in  pain  — 

Each  spectral  chieftain  hath  towards  him  leant. 

Each  rayless  eye  on  his  form  is  bent! 

Alas  for  the  Knight !  his  senses  swim. 

His  strength  hath  left  him,  his  eyes  are  dim; 
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The  blood  in  his  veins  runs  icy  cold, 

His  trembling  fingers  relax  their  Iiold, 

All  bright  hopes  ebb  from  his  soul  away — 

The  Demon  springs  forth  to  seize  his  prey  I 

When  harkt  through  the  tumult  and  dread  around 

Floateth  a  sweet  and  solemn  sound 

Across  liis  wilder^d  brain  — 

A  sound  like  the  wave  of  an  angePs  wing^ 
Or  the  cliimiiig  fall  of  a  crystal  spring, — 
And  his  heart  is  strong  again, 
Joy !  joy  I  from  the  scabbard  the  blade  flashes  fr^. 
The  Enchanter  falls  at  the  Conqueror's  knee  l 
There's  a  clash  of  arms^  an  exudting  crj  * 
And  the  blazon'd  shields  from  the  walls  reply; 
While  the  voice  of  the  clarion,  loud  and  deep, 
Startles  the  brave  from  their  ghastly  sleep. 
And  round  him  presses  the  ransomed  crowd 
With  rapturous  greeting  and  plaudits  loud. 
And  the  grey-haired  monarch  bids  him  rest 
In  his  palace,  a  loved  and  honoured  guest- 
Brief  was  the  tale — In  an  evil  honr 
The  king  had  bowed  to  the  wizard's  power^ 
And  heard  him  pronounce  the  fearfiil  doom^ — 
In  his  regal  halls,  in  his  robes  of  pride. 
Motionless,  speechless,  for  years  to  abide, 
With  his  nobles  around  him,  his  court  at  his  side. 
Like  spectres  called  from  the  silent  tomb ; 
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J^ir  Dinian. 


Till  a  youthful  stranger,  a  warrior  lord, 
By  faith  should  vanquish  the  wizard  fell. 

Should  draw  from  its  scabbard  the  magic  sword, 
Free  the  slumbering   monarch,  and    break  the 
spell. 

And  many  came,  with  fearless  heart. 

And  hand  expert  in  martial  art; 

But  vainly  they  tried  the  charm  to  break. 

Their  arm  was  strong,  but  their  faith  was  weak. 

And  the  crimson  stream  of  tlieir  life-blood  flowed 

O'er  the  marble  floor  of  that  dark  abode. 

"  My  head  is  grey,"  said  the  aged  man, 

"My  hand  is  useless,  my  cheek  is  wan. 

And  my  few  remaining  years  are  given 

To  pray  for  pardon  and  peace  witli  heaven. 

No  gallant  son  on  my  father's  tlu-ono 

Shall  reign  in  glory  when  I  am  gone  — 

For  I  saw  my  children  cut  down  in  their  prime, 

Like  young  oaks  felled  in  the  summer  time; 

And  I  grieved  for  them,  but  I  learnt  ere  long 

To  bless  the  hand  that  had  slain  them  young, 

And  led  them,  in  all  their  radiant  bloom. 

From  a  world  of  grief  to  the  quiet  tomb. 

But  one  rcmaineth  —  yon  maiden  fair. 

With  the  downcast  eyes  and  auburn  hair; 

Take  thou  her  hand,  O  warrior  brave! 

And  when  I  am  laid  in  my  narrow  grave. 


fir  giitiiim 


Dwell  in  this  proud  ancestnxl  tower, 
Defend  our  laud  in  its  utmost  need. 

And  guide,  in  the  battle's  stonny  houTj 

The  glarious  natiou  thy  hand  hatli  freed  I** 

With  stately  mien,  in  her  rich  attire, 

The  kdje  stood  by  her  kingly  sire; 

And  the  flush  o'er  her  pale  cheek  mantled  high, 

Like  the  roseate  cloud  of  the  monnng  skjj 

When  the  bright  sun  rises,  in  life  and  glee. 

From  his  dewy  couch  in  the  Eastern  sea, 

"  Happy,  thrice  happy  1 "  Sir  Ninian  cried. 

Is  be  who  woos  thee,»0  gentle  hride  I 
Less  for  the  wealth  and  the  regal  power. 
And  the  broad  domains  of  thy  princely  dower. 
Than  for  the  innocent  love  which  lies 
Li  the  calm^  clear  depth  of  thy  large  blue  eyes,- 
For  the  lofty  spirit,  the  touching  grace 
That  breathes  in  each  line  of  thy  beauteous  face 
O  lady !  when  son'ow  hatli  dimmed  mine  eye. 
When  the  cheerless  years  roll  slowly  by. 
With  pain,  and  anguish,  and  sorrow  fraught, 
'Twill  be  a  blessed,  a  soothing  thought. 
That  my  arm,  all  imwortby  though  it  be, 
Fn>m  trouble  and  danger  hath  set  thee  free; 
That  thy  lips  have  smiled  on  my  dawning  fame. 
And  breathed  in  thy  daily  prayers  my  name! 
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Lovely,  and  gentle,  and  pure  thou  art  — 

But  an  image  is  shrin'd  in  my  faithful  heart; 

A  dark-eyed  maiden  hath  been  the  theme 

Of  my  boyish  fancy,  my  youthful  dream. 

Dearer  to  me  than  jewels  rare. 

Is  each  glossy  tress  of  her  raven  hair. 

And  the  hope  of  her  love,  like  a  Polar  star. 

Hath  guided  me  onward  through  toil  and  war. 

And  if  through  my  leagured  foes  I  passed. 

Fearless  and  swifl  as  the  eddying  blast  — 

If  the  tread  of  my  courser  were  firm  and  fleet, 

I  sought  for  glory  and  high  renown. 

War's  haughty  trophies  and  Fame's  bright  crown. 
To  lay  them  all  at  that  maiden's  fiiet!" 

Then  the  ladye  smiled,  and  the  monarch  pressed. 
With  cordial  greeting,  the  hand  of  his  guest, 
And  bade  him  rest,  wliile  the  harpers  grey 
His  praises  sang  in  the  revels  gay. 
While  the  sparkling  wine  in  floods  was  poured. 
And  the  nobles  met  roimd  the  festive  board; 
And  then,  with  a  calm  and  cheerful  heart. 
Blessed  and  blessing,  in  peace  depart. 
The  home  of  his  youth  once  more  to  see. 

To  dwell  in  splendour  and  calm  delight. 
For  gentle  and  good  must  the  lady  be 

Who  could  win  the  love  of  so  true  a  knight! 


fir  Itininiu 


The  feast  is  spread  at  twilight  hour. 

The  bright  lamps  gleam  in  liall  and  bower^ 

The  sUvery  Toicea  of  harp  and  lute 

Rouse  the  echoes  that  maiiy  a  year  were  mute. 

The  jewelled  wme-cup  sparkles  high, 

And  with  bounding  step  move  the  dancers  by. 

But  Sir  Ninian's  heart,  mid  that  joyous  band, 

Pines  for  one  glimpse  of  his  native  land; 

Like  a  bird,  from  its  narrow  cage  tlmt  springs. 

Pants  through  the  trackless  air  to  soai*. 
Nor  stays  nor  droops  till  its  tired  wings 

It  folds  m  tlio  shady  woods  once  more. 

On,  on,  by  tlie  lake  and  tiie  green  hill-side^ 

O'er  moor  and  glen  doth  Sir  Kiniaii  ride ; 

And  Fame  goes  v^ith  him  —  his  deeds  are  spread 
Thi'Dugh  hall  and  cottage,  from  i^m  to  realm. 

And  the  magical  charm  of  Romance  is  shed. 

Like  a  halo  of  light,  round  his  laurelled  helm- 

His  cheek  is  flushed,  and  Iiis  heart  beats  high. 

And  a  glance  of  pride  is  in  lus  eye; 

Ilis  fancy  pictures  the  coming  hour 

When,  in  the  baron*s  lordly  tower. 

Before  the  lady,  on  bended  knee, 

The  fruit  of  his  venturous  years  he  la}'^. 
Hears  her  kindly  welcome,  her  gentle  praise. 
Takes  her  jewelled  hiuid,  and  proudly  says, 

•*  All  this  have  I  wrought  for  love  of  thee ! 
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^ir  Diinmn. 


On  the  rocky  verge  of  die  mountain's  brow, 

Pensive  and  silent,  he  standeth  now, 

Gazing  on  many  a  well-known  scene  — 

The  peaceful  valley,  the  meadows  green. 

The  village,  whose  thatched  roofs  are  rising  through 

Copses  of  hazel  and  sober  yew ; 

While  alders  and  drooping  willows  shed 

A  tender  gloom  o'er  the  river's  bed. 

See  where  the  convent  lifts  on  high 

The  blessed  Cross  towards  the  simuner  sky  1 

Symbol  of  Faith,  the  dearest  boon 

That  ever  to  mortal  need  was  given. 
Fixing,  alike  in  joy  or  gloom, 

Her  stedfast  eyes  on  tlie  answering  heaven  1 
The  lonely  home  of  his  childish  years 
Its  frowning  battlements  uprears. 
Like  an  aged  soldier,  whose  life  was  spent 
In  the  busy  camp  and  the  crowded  tent; 
When  Time  hath  weakened  his  busy  hand. 
He  comes  to  die  in  his  native  land; 
Half  sad,  half  scornful,  his  eyes  survey 
The  mirth  of  the  rustic  holiday; 
His  faltering  lips  still  love  to  tell 
Of  countless  dangers  by  field  and  fell; 
And,  in  scenes  of  plenty,  he  grieveth  sore 
For  the  glorious  days  that  return  no  more. — 
There,  where  the  woods  are  waving  high. 
The  Castle  bursts  on  the  gazer's  eye. 


^ir  ?riniatt. 
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Tower  and  bastion  dimly  »ef?n 

The  ancient  forest  trees  Uii'^fi*^* 

That  spot,  enshrim^d  in  Ijj**  inmost  h'iart, 

Before  lj:m  rose  when  all  elw  wa*  dim, 
And  ever  will  Ije.  till  life  dejrarl. 

The  ieareft  plarx?  in  the  world  Vj  him ! 
Hark !  <.<n  iLe  wjiiir?  of  t}ie  giowiw;^  ijuorrj, 
Tbe  of  tiie  pea^ust      upwjtrd  V/riie! 

Anj  -ie^  HH^TT  lanri^frj  nr*^  azid  w'id- 
TK  TT'g^-r  at  TirEjj;:  and  »^>'>rL:i  e  ♦I'liUd^ 
Bm  '.'er  Sir  yi:::itr'f  Lrsar:  it  n^read 
A  'jicmd  t«f  bXTtnr  and  namejefc*  drea*!. 
A  snddeiL  siiaii^w.  dari:  auc  '.'ulL- 
A  dim  im'u-jzjiiz  '-^  finur*:  IIL 
Frun.  'Ill*'  iiHif  ii*r  rzru^ju  *ini  and  piut- 
And  fiitnr}x  iit  riae*  Tiiroiiirt  tij*:  lu^^auux:  ^  ai«i. 

At  oifi  max  »sa::  i^r  tii*:  fjuiraiii 
liniees-j  t«r  t  er  h*-  munuiL'iiii:  \tu^ 
And  tilt  wander*-'  «sari^  fjf  k  iui 
A  "^^^  rewanuiair.'*^  '.•*ni-'-  lht  •rn*.**: 

TC)  iilC:  initn^mr     wiii.HPr  T.»r.*r'Jlf;.    ivTJ    V»  #?ef 

In  evey  sp»ir:  oi  iu^  •  Iiisjir»r  ir^s^. 
^  iioat  laie^  of  xuaig^  aof:  nuUJiiiTjr  l^sa* 
Wht  tnriliiig:  '.lani  eu* 

Glowing^  wiu  air,  ir-.-^.  r-u-?*  a*; 

from  iuE  itttufsrt  vaai^n  iunp^.  ^mk^ 
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No  foot  was  80  nimble,  no  eye  so  clear. 

As  those  of  the  burly  forestere. 

Now  his  sight  is  darkened,  his  hand  is  weak. 

And  the  colour  hath  left  his  furrowed  cheek. 

And  the  wanton  breath  of  the  mountain  air 

Lifts  the  scanty  locks  of  his  silver  hair. 

Oh  1  it  is  not  when,  lured  by  visions  gay, 

Smiling  we  tread  on  the  unknown  way, 

And  joy  that  the  moments  that  past  us  roll 

Bring  us  nearer  each  day  to  the  promised  goal. 

Oh  I  it  is  not  then  that  we  pause  to  heed 

The  footprints  of  Time's  remorseless  speed  I 

But  when  the  wearying  strife  is  past. 

And  the  fevered  spirit  seeks  rest  at  last; 

When  we  rove  through  the  solenm  woods  once  more. 

That  beheld  our  sports  in  the  days  of  yore; 

When  faces  that  memory  ofl«n  brought 

In  the  hour  of  chastened  and  sober  thought 

Meet  us,  all  withered  by  time  and  care. 

With  palsied  frame  and  snowy  hair. 

And  eyes,  whose  kind  glance  may  never  again 

Soothe  our  wayward  heart  in  its  hours  of  pain; 

Oh !  then  we  learn  how  dearly  bought 

Are  the  fleeting  treasures  we  eagerly  sought; 

Then  first  we  waken,  and  sigh  to  find 

How  much  of  our  journey  is  left  behind  1 


By  the  huntsman^s  side  doth  Sir  Nmian  st^d, 

And  much  he  questions  of  all  that  befell 
The  liaughty  chiefe  of  the  neighhouring  land, 

Ajid  the  owners  of  yonder  proud  CastelU 

But  most  of  the  Lady  IsaheL 
And  tlie  old  man  answered:  "Hast  thou  not  heai^d, 

Ere  the  year  its  fleetmg  course  had  si>ed. 
With  stately  pageant  die  gallant  Lord 

By  the  side  of  his  warrior  sires  was  laid ; 
And  his  daughter  gave  her  snowy  hand 

To  a  chieftain  iji  many  a  battle  tried, 
The  bravest  and  best  of  our  Border  land. 

Sir  Ronald  the  dauntless  of  Bemersidel 
Now,  at  the  head  of  a  thousand  spears. 

With  stalwart  arm  and  strong. 
His  ancient  banner  the  good  Knight  bears 

Against  the  invading  throng- 
With  her  fair-haired  children  at  her  side. 

In  the  old  baronial  haU, 
Pensively  sitteth  his  noble  bride. 

Blessing  and  blessed  by  all  1 " 


The  speaker  ceased,  and,  rising  painfully, 

His  staff  he  took,  and  joumeyed  on  his  way; 

The  young  man,  wrapped  in  gloomiest  reverie. 
Beside  the  gurgling  waters  speechless  lay. 
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He  heeded  not  the  joyous  shouts  that  rose 

From  flowery  meadow  and  sequestered  dell ; 

He  saw  not,  from  the  high  o'er-arching  boughs. 

How  broad  and  dark  the  length'ning  shadows  fell. 

Through  the   green   lanes,  with  quick  and  willing 
feet. 

The  youths  came,  laden  with  the  golden  sheaves. 
And  children,  bending  'neath  the  burden  sweet 

Of  Summer's  bright  field-flowers,  and  perfumed 
leaves. 

Amid  that  joyous  train,  the  Ejiight  appears. 

Like  some  tall  tree  by  lightning  seared  and  cleft, 

Its  spectral  arms  towards  the  blue  sky  it  rears. 
Mocking  the  wealth  of  beauty  roimd  it  left; 

Still  at  its  root  the  flowers  in  fragrance  wreathe. 
The  wee  birds  still  their  merry  carols  pour. 

But    Spring's   mild   rains,    and    Sunmier's  welcome 
breath 

Its  sapless  boughs  shall   clothe  with   leaves  no 
more. 

A  sudden  thought  comes  o'er  his  darkened  soul, — 

His  noble  destrier  he  mounts  again. 
And,  yielding  to  a  new  and  strange  control. 

With  fiery  haste  he  rides  across  the  plain. 
Once  more  will  he  behold  the  face,  that  oft 

In  happy  dreams  o'er  him  seemed  hovering  near. 
Once  more  will  listen  to  the  accents  soft 

Of  that  young  voice,  in  better  hours  so  dearl 


And  then  depart  —  it  matters  littl©  where 
The  exile  tries  to  hide  his  cureless  woe  — 

Nor  wealthy  nor  fame,  can  clmse  tlie  cloud  of  care 
That  settles  darkly  on  his  furrowed  brow; 

For  hiiUj  Earth  spreads  her  countless  stores  in  vain; 

The  spring  of  Love  and  Hope  will  neyer  dawn  again 

The  Ladye  aits  at  the  vesper  hour. 

By  the  lattice  high  of  her  stately  bower. 

And  tlie  sunset  gleams  through  the  chesnut  bough 

On  her  placid  Up  and  her  lofty  broWj 

As  she  bends,  with  a  smUe  and  look  of  loye> 

Her  slumbering  infant's  rest  aboye ; 

Or  turns,  with  a  motlier's  watcliful  pride, 

To  the  bright-eyed  fairies  that  round  her  glide* 

Darting  like  sunbeams  through  the  gloom 

And  the  stately  hush  of  that  lordly  rooiru 

Oh !  lovelier  far  doth  the  Ladye  eeem 

Than  when  she  basked  in  youth's  radiant  beam. 

And  roved  by  the  lake  and  the  mountain  side, 

In  conscious  beauty  and  girlish  pride; 

Time  hath  but  shed  o'er  her  pensive  face 

A  matron  sweetness,  a  tender  grace. 

And  her  pure  and  sculptured  brow  hath  cauglit 

A  shade  of  solemn  and  pious  thought. 

And  the  glance  of  her  dark  and  lustrous  eye, 

So  proud,  so  lofty  in  days  gone  by. 
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Sweet  and  calm  as  the  gentle  dove. 
Reveals  the  depths  of  a  mother's  love. 
Why  sighs  the  Ladye?    Doth  memory  bring 
Sad  thoughts  of  life's  gay  and  sunny  spring? 
Doth  she  grieve  for  the  lover,  whose  spirit  proud 

Risked  life  and  fortune,  her  smile  to  claim? 
Ah,  nol  for  the  love  that  Sir  Ninian  vowed 

Ne'er  flushed  her  cheek  with  maiden  shame; 
Unmarked  in  the  crowds  who  sought  her  hand 
For  her  princely  dower  and  spreading  land. 
She  knew  not  the  fervour,  the  steadfast  truth. 
And  the  changeless  faith  of  his  sorrowful  youth; 
All  the  pure,  deep  love,  that  unconfessed 
For  years  was  shrined  in  that  fearless  breast. — 
Hush  I  with  a  soft,  harmonious  swell. 

Borne  on  the  whispering  summer  air. 
Comes  the  distant  chime  of  the  convent  bell. 

Calling  the  peasants  to  evening  prayer. 
And  the  Ladye  raises  her  eyes  to  Heaven, 

And  her  lips  in  silent  fervour  move. 
Thanks  for  each  earthly  blessing  given  — 

Prayers  of  anxious,  yet  trusting  love  — 
And  the  children,  hushing  their  shouts  of  glee. 
With  eyes  upturned,  whisper  "Ave,  Marie!" 


Hark  I  throngli  the  stillness  brooding  round, 
Whence  comes  tliat  strange  and  threatening  sound? 
Throagh  the  crashing  branches,  with  reckless  speedy 
Goes  the  echoing  tramp  of  a  furious  steed! 
And  seCj  through  tihe  forest's  twilight  gloom. 
The  wave  of  a  steel-clad  chieftain^s  plume! 
Have  not  the  ancient  legends  told 
Of  spirits  that  watch  o'er  each  feudal  hold. 
And  summon,  by  warning  voice  or  sign, 
The  fated  aonla  of  their  kindred  line? 
The  Ladjc  watches,  in  fear  and  dread» 

By  the  taper's  flickering  light. 
The  couch  where  her  rosy  babes  are  laid 

In  slumber,  the  live-long  night; 
And  she  prays  for  the  loved  ones  sleeping  there, 
Tlu*ongh  a  world  of  trouble,  and  toil,  and  care^ 

That  God  may  be  their  shield ; 
And  save  from  the  point  of  tlie  foeman*s  sword. 
And  from  pining  sickness,  her  gallant  Lord, 

On  his  distant  battle-field- 


Once  more  within  tlie  ancient  Gothic  pile 

A  martial  stranger  moves 5  with  sounding  tread. 

Through  the  broad  shadows  of  the  lengtli'ning  aisle, 
And  by  the  ^^ves  where  rest  the  glorious  dead* 
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Once  more,  before  the  holy  shrine  where  stands 

The  image  of  the  Virgin,  pure  and  fair; 
With  haggard  brow,  white  lips,  and  folded  hands, 

A  suppliant  kneels,  m  "agony  of  prayer." 
Mother  of  Godl  what  bitter  anguish,  sealed 

In  the  lone  bosom,  fer  from  mortal  sight. 
By  many  an  aching  heart  hath  been  revealed 

At  thy  dim  altar,  in  the  hush  of  night! 
What  fervent  supplications  still  are  made. 

What  gleams  of  hope  and  consolation  rise 
O'er  the  dark  paths  of  himian  sorrow,  shed 

By  the  soft  light  of  those  calm,  piiying  eyes  I 
We  hold,  no  child  of  Earth  may  ever  stand 

As  mediator  by  Jehovah's  throne; 
On  all  our  works  a  blessing  we  demand — 

To  hear  and  answer  rests  with  God  alone ! 
Yet  lovely  was  the  thought  that  gave  to  thee 

In  the  bright  skies  a  mother's  gentle  power. 
And  crowned  with  Heaven's  divinest  majesty 

The  holiest  name  that  ever  woman  borel 
Oh  I  ye  who  scoflF  at  beads  and  cross  of  stone. 

With  pitymg  smile  behold  the  stranger's  prayer, 
The  Word  of  Truth  claim  for  yourselves  alone. 

And  harshly  blame  the  creed  ye  do  not  share! 
Go  to  the  prison  cells,  the  hovels  drear. 

Where  the  pale  Sister  kneels  beside  the  bed. 
Still  whispers  comfort  to  the  failing  ear. 

And  pillows  on  her  arm  the  dying  head! 


^ir  Itinian. 
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Go  to  the  halls  where  Raphaii^rs  gifted  hand 

Hath  traced  the  sweet  Madomia,  pure  and  fairj 
Wliere  Gtiida's  saints  in  golden  beauty  stand, 

With  eyes  upraiaed  and  long  dishevelled  hair! 
Go !  hear  through  dome  and  lofty  arches  pealing. 

The  Miserere's  solemn  cliant  and  slow. 
Stirring  the  depths  of  true  religious  feeling. 

Making  the  full  heart  throb,  the  warm  tears  flow  I 
And  learn  to  bless  the  faith  that  sanctifies 

And  kindles  genius  in  the  lofty  mind. 
And  with  its  kind^  untiring  charities. 

Soothes  the  worst  agonies  of  all  mankind* 
O  sacred  is  each  legendary  tale 

That  sways  the  spirit  with  its  mild  control ; 
Each  lofty  art  that,  in  this  dreary  vale 

Of  guilt  and  weakness,  elevates  the  soul; 
And  hallowed  is  the  meanest,  lowliest  sod. 
Where  stricken  hcarta  have  bowed  in  prayer  before  their 
God! 

Could  each  ivied  chapel,  each  minster  old. 
Tell  the  varying  scenes  that  their  walls  behold, 
The  thousands  whose  worn  and  weary  feet 
Seek  tlie  sheltering  calm  of  their  still  retreat, 
The  secret  grief  of  the  troubled  breast; 
The  tears  of  the  mourner  who,  weeping,  pressed 
To  the  pale,  cold  marble,  his  fevered  brow. 
And  envied  the  sleepers  at  rest  below  ^ 
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Andf  darker  still,  tlie  acciismg  tears 

That  start  at  the  thoughts  of  our  misspont  years, 

Of  the  glowing  fancy,  llie  guileless  truth, 

And  the  innocent  joys  of  our  vanished  youtli  — 

Peace!  hath  not  the  dim  and  antique  fane 

A  nobler  moral,  a  loftier  strain? 

In  solemn  whispers,  speaketh  it  not 

Of  blessings  poured  on  our  mortal  lot. 

Of  hopes  that  through  the  circKng  gloom. 

Like  sunbeams  rest  on  the  narrow  tomb. 

Of  faith  that  raises  tlie  soul  to  heaven. 

Where  doubt  is  forgotten,  and  sin  forgiven. 

And  saints  and  white-robed  angels  yearn 

To  bless  the  Prodigd*a  late  return? 

Yea  I  doubt  it  not  —  Each  deep-drawn  sigh. 

Each  tear  that  drops  from  the  moumer'a  eye. 

Each  wail  of  the  spirit  oppressed,  forlorn, 

On  the  wings  of  an  angel  is  upward  borne; 

And  tlie  prayer  of  faith,  and  the  cry  of  pain, 

Never,  oh  I  nerer,  are  breathed  in  vainl 

The  mom  is  breaking  —  sunbeams  glitter  o'er 
The  chequered  marble  of  the  chapel  floor; 
The  young  birds  piping  in  tlie  hedgerows  gay 
With  jocund  welcome  greet  the  new-bom  day. 
Sir  Ninian  rises  —  the  wild  strife  is  past. 
And  stem  resolve  and  courage  high  are  glassed 
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On  his  pale  forehead.    With  a  steady  hand 
Unclasping  from  his  side  his  trusty  brand. 
He  laj-s  it  on  the  altar — never  more 
Shall  the  keen  weapon  fill  the  land  with  gore. 
Through  hall  and  hamlet  spread  its  master's  name. 
And  reap  in  slaughter  what  the  world  calls  Fame! 
Calmly  he  turns,  yet  lingers  for  awliile 
*Neath  the  broad  arch  of  the  adjacent  aisle. 
Bending,  with  quivering  lip  and  moistened  eye, 
O'er  the  cold  grave-stone  where  liis  parents  lie; 
Then  tuma  abruptly  from  his  kindred  dust, 
As  one  who  fears  his  changing  mood  to  trust, 
Crosses  the  chancel,  gains  the  open  door. 
And  in  the  neighbouring  woods  is  lost  to  sight  once 
morel 


And  many  came  —  high  names  of  pride  and  power, 

To  seek  the  master  of  that  feudal  tower. 

But  each  drew  back  in  wonder  and  in  awe. 

No  answering  voice  they  heard,  no  form  tliey  saw, 

Only  they  found,  where  wave  the  thistles  tall, 

His  jaded  courser  by  the  ivied  wall, 

And  on  the  altar^tone  of  marble  gray, 

The  hero's  falchion  in  its  scabbard  lay. 

They  sought  tlie  castle  —  there,  the  spider  flung 

Her  airy  web  where  once  the  banners  hung; 
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Nor  fit)m  that  hour,  amid  the  forest  green 

Or  smiling  valley,  was  Sir  Ninian  seen. 

He  passed,  as  o'er  the  heaven's  starry  plain. 

Flashes  with  sudden  gleam  a  meteor  train. 

Then  into  darkness  fades,  and  ne'er  returns  again  I 

O'er  hill  and  dale  a  saintly  Palmer  roved, 
With  looks  benign  and  mild;  the  children  loved 
Beside  him  oft  in  silent  joy  to  stray. 
And  hear  him  talk  of  Virtue's  pleasant  way. 
Of  gifts,  unknown  to  earth,  that  good  men  prize. 
And  flowers  that  bloom  alone  in  Paradise. 
A  welcome  guest  beside  the  cottage  fire. 
He  held  sweet  converse  with  the  grey-haired  sire. 
With  kindly  voice  gave  many  a  counsel  sage. 
And  soothed  the  querulous  ills  of  restless  Age. 
He  to  the  trembling  mourner  solace  gave. 
And  shed  a  ray  of  comfort  round  the  grave. 
Telling  how  parted  friends,  on  some  bright  shore 
In  joy  should  meet,  to  be  divorced  no  more. 
And  when  the  sinner,  from  his  evil  course 
Turned,  with  the  shudderings  of  keen  remorse. 
The  holy  man  would  lend  a  patient  ear. 
And  pause,  the  tale  of  penitence  to  hear. 
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Pomt  upwards,  from  the  rtmis  of  dull  despair, 
And  fill  the  contrite  heart  with  faith  and  prayer* 
There  was  a  shade  of  deep  and  settled  woe, 
A  monmful  sweetness,  on  the  pilgrim's  brow; 
His  nome,  Iiis  race  none  knew  —  yet  all  who  gazed 
On  those  meek  eyes,  in  adoration  raised, 
Wlio  marked  tlie  soft,  rebuke,  the  patient  smile, 
The  brow  timt  felt  no  fear,  and  knew  no  guilcj 
Guessed  that  a  moumfiil  tale  was  his  —  a  heart 
In  heavy  trials  tliat  had  borne  a  part, 
Had  welcomed  sorrow  as  a  frequent  guest. 
Had  sighed  and  suffered  —  but  was  now  at  rest! 
Yet  some  there  were,  who  said  that  thrilling  tone 

For  earth  was  all  too  beantifiil  and  clear; 
They  deemed  thatj  sent  from  God*s  eternal  tlirone, 

A  sinless  angel  from  a  radiant  sphere, 
He  came,  by  word  and  deed  of  love,  to  win 
Men  from  the  thorny  pathj  of  shame  and  sin; 
So  free  from  worldly  passion,  worldly  taint, 
Was  each  mild  accent  of  the  gentle  Saint! 

Hast  thou  e'er  stood  upon  the  rocky  shore. 
And  heard  below  tlie  angry  billows  roar, 
Wlien  storms  arose  and  winds  were  raging  loud. 
And  lightnings  flashed  athwart  the  murky  cloud; 
When  many  a  trembling  bark,  at  random  tossed. 
Was  dashed  against  the  bleak  and  ru^ed  coajst, 
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While  hmaan  strength  and  science  tried  iii  vain 

To  quell  the  fury  of  the  troubled  main? 

And  hast  thou  thought,  how  like  that  restl(^  tide 

Is  man  with  all  his  passion,  all  his  pride; 

Man,  who,  when  all  his  morning  dreams  are  flown. 

And  all  his  cherished  idols  overtlirown. 

Dares  to  oppose  a  creature's  finite  will 

To  Hisj  who  bade  the  raging  seas  *^Be  still  I" 

Haat  thou  again,  upon  the  beetling  height. 

Stood  in  the  silence  of  the  summer  night, 

Wlien  the  bright  silver  stars  gleamed  in  tlie  West, 

And  scarce  a  ripple  marked  the  ocean's  breast; 

And  hast  thou  seen  how  that  broad,  heaving  main. 

Whose  weaves  so  late  were  reared  in  tumult  wildj 
Gave  soflJy  back  the  moon's  pale  rays  again. 

Calm  as  the  smile  of  some  fair,  sleeping  child? 
Thus,  when  the  Christian  heart,  at  once  bereft 
Of  all  tlie  social  jojs  that  Time  had  left, 
Prostrates  itself  before  the  Father'a  throne. 
And  weeping  praya :  "  Thy  will^  not  mincj  be  done  t 
Then,  angel-whlspera  hope  and  peace  imjiart 
To  the  dark  caverns  of  the  bursting  heart. 
And,  towards  the  courts  of  radiant  bliss  above, 
Faitli  wafta  the  spirit  on  the  wings  of  Love  I 
True !  Mommg's  jocund  rny^  and  Eve's  soft  shower 
Will  ne'er  again  revive  the  withered  flower. 
And  SoiTow,  once  witlun  t!ie  heart  enslirined. 
Is  oft^  in  lonely  hours,  recalled  to  mind^ — 
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Bat  every  minor  grief  Uiat  Kfe  can  bring. 

Glides  softly  by,  like  vernal  mix  in  Spring, 

Nor  wakes  a  pang  within  the  gentle  breast 

That  Grief  hath  sanctified  and  God  hatli  blessed! 


Andj  when  Ins  hour  of  agony  was  past. 
Sir  Ninian's  troubled  heart  found  peace  at  last  — 
Peace,  but  not  rest  —  The  purest  founts  that  burst 
From  mortal  \mm  may  never  quench  the  thirst 
Of  the  rapt  soul  that  heara,  though  but  in  dreams^ 
The  chiming  fall  of  Eden*3  countless  streams. 
So,  witli  a  pensive  brow,  an  acliing  breast^ 
Longing  "to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest," 
Yet  still  resigned  through  earthly  paths  to  roain. 
And  patient  wait,  till  God  should  call  him  home; 
Sir  Ninian  slowly  passed  from  land  to  land, 
Till  Death's  kind  angel,  with  a  pitying  hand, 
Drew  a  soft  veil  across  his  weary  eyes. 
And  led  tlie  soul  to  rest  in  smlesa  Paradise  I 

30^A  September,  1854. 


I 
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TO 

IfRg  own  itmtst  JfRontma^ 

WITH  THB  LOVE,  AND  ALL  THB  LOYINQ  WISHES 
OF  THIS 

HOLY  SEASON. 


ChrUtnuu,  1856. 


Holt  and  gentle  was  the  thought  of  yore 

That  bade  such  faith  in  marvellous  relics  dwell, 
Giving  meet  reverence  unto  all  who  wore 

The  monk's  rough  garb,  or  pilgrim's  scallop  shell; 
Nor  less  the  love  that  in  our  later  days 
Of  the  sweet  flowers  that  spring  up  in  our  ways. 
And  smile  upon  us  with  their  calm  bright  eyes. 
Makes  relics,  to  be  treasured  up  for  years. 
Of  weary  watchings  or  of  fainting  fears  — 
Pale  scentless  buds,  —  dim  shadowy  memories 
Rising  in  silence  from  the  mind's  lone  cell 
Like  ghosts,  evoked  by  some  resistless  spelL 

Such  relics  have  I  —  leaves  of  withered  fern. 
Calling  up  visions  of  an  ancient  tower. 

Grey  massive  rocks  arched  o'er  the  streamlet's  urn. 
Wild  breezy  hill,  and  quiet  fidry  bower; 
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A  spray  of  ivy  from  an  Abbey  wall. 

Whose  crumbling  fragments  all  unheeded  fall; 

A  violet,  gathered  in  some  hidden  nook 

Where  a  stray  sunbeam  rested  on  the  swell 
Of  moss-encrusted  banks,  thence  brought,  to  dwell 
In  the  recess  of  some  beloved  book. 
Linking  with  each  sweet  verse  the  poet  wrought 
A  train  of  sorrowftd  or  soothing  thought. 

Some,  yet  more  precious,  in  the  Book  of  Prayer 

Folded,  some  impulse  of  the  soul  to  mark. 
Some  bright  and  blessed  thought  that  glimmered  there 
When  all  beyond  seemed  cheerless,  cold,  and  dark; 
Oh!  if  at  times  like  breezes  o'er  the  deep. 
Such  recollections  o'er  my  spirit  sweep. 
Thickly  with  fond  and  fleeting  visions  strewn  — 
Deem  it  not  sinfrd  —  for  the  love  which  clings 
Round  the  most  fragile  of  Earth's  lowly  things. 
May  for  such  wandering  fantasies  atone. 
Nor  flows  the  crystal  stream  of  worship  less 
From  the  ftdl  urns  of  human  tenderness! 

And  therefore  have  I  called  you  "Wayside  Flowers," 
Ye  gentle  thoughts  that  find  an  utterance  here. 

For  ye  to  me  have  brought,  in  lonely  hours, 
A  joy,  a  solace  welcome  and  most  dear; 


Relics  ar©  ye  of  brilliant  summer  days^ 

Of  silent  vigils  by  the  fitful  blaze 

Of  student  lamp,  or  heartli's  fantastic  flame; 

Some  tbat»  unbidden,  o*er  the  senses  shed 

Odours,  as  from  a  liidden  violet  bed; 
And  some,  like  angeUi^sitants,  that  came, 
Heaven's  gloiy  tinging  yet  their  waging  wings, 
Heaven*s  music  trembling  on  tlieir  liarpa'  sweet  strings. 

And  if,  perchance,  too  much  of  sadness  seem 
In  the  far  echoes  of  my  verse  to  dwell, 

Saddening  the  fancies  of  a  happy  dream 
As  with  tlie  tolling  of  a  funeral  knell  j 

If  the  strange  darkness  that  so  lately  hung 

Above  the  outer  world,  hatli  haply  flung 

Its  shadow  on  the  heavy  heart  within. 
Sweeping  its  airy  viaions  oft  away, 
Mocking,  with  fitfid  gloom,  its  weak  essay 

Back  to  the  blessed  light  its  way  to  win; 

Still  luith  it  striven,  through  tears,  to  recognise 

The  Hand  of  One,  AlKMercifiil,  All* Wise. 

Tor  everywhere  around  our  paths  are  flowers, 
Though  our  dim  eyes  too  often  see  them  not; 

Ev^n  witli  the  glories  of  Life's  brightest  hours 
We  bind  the  canker  of  our  mortal  lot; 
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With  petulant  murmur,  or  with  angry  firown. 
Beneath  our  hurrying  feet  we  tread  them  down. 
And  careless,  see  their  loveliest  hues  depart. 
Then,  all  too  late,  when  the  far  goal  is  won. 
And  clouds  are  gathering  roimd  our  evening  sun. 
We  clasp  the  withered  leaflets  to  our  heart; 
With  vain  upbraidings  our  blind  haste  deplore. 
For  tears  revive  those  faded  blooms  no  more. 

Some  thought  of  this  —  it  may  be,  oft  in  vain  — 

My  hand  hath  sought  amid  these  rhymes  to  trace. 
For  whose  faint  sounds,  O  gentle  Friends!  I  fidn 

In  your  warm  hearts  would  crave  a  resting-place; 
Ye,  whose  kind  thoughts  are  all  I  seek  below. 
Whose  love  the  richest  guerdon  I  would  know, — 
This  simple  garland  for  your  brows  I  twine; 
Would  that  each  word,  each  roving  fantasy, 
A  spell  of  power,  a  mighty  link  might  be 
To  knit  your  souls  even  closer  unto  mine. 
And  waft,  at  times,  across  your  thoughtful  hours, 
A  gentle  fragrance,  as  of  Wayside  Flowers! 


Thbee  names  there  are,  three  holy  names  that  to  my 
heart  are  dear 

As  the  music  of  a  friendly  voice  we  long  have  yearned 
to  hear. 

As  a  sadden  gleam  of  rosy  light  on  a  cold  and  cheerless 
day. 

As  a  thought  of  happiness  and  home  to  an  exile  hr  away. 

Three  Churches,  in  whose  solemn  aii»les  my  head  Fve 

bowed  in  prayer. 
Have  laid  the  wants  and  weakneeees  of  my  erring  spirit 

bare. 

Sent  fixrth  my  tbooghte  in  doubt  and  dread,  till,  like  the 

Patriarch's  dove, 
Tbej  bron^bt  me  back  the  olive  branch  of  lK>pe  and  £iith 

and  love! 
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One  stands^  amid  the  crowded  streets,  a  calm  and  lonely 
spot. 

Upon  its  trees  and  billowy  turf  the  bright  sun  smileth 
not, 

And  round  the  gates  at  mom  and  eve,  is  heard  the  wild 
turmoil 

Of  crowds  who  plod  their  daily  round  of  care  and  weary 
toil; 

Yet   beautiful  and   blest  to   me   that   silent   spot  did 
seem. 

Hallowed  by  many  a  solemn  thought  and  many  a  childish 
dream. 

For  names  which  I  had  learnt  betimes  to  love  and  to 
revere. 

Were  graven  on  the  cold  white  stones  within  the  church- 
yard near. 

There  too,  from  chants  and  incense-clouds  and  pompous 
rites  of  Rome, 

With  loving  heart  I  turned  again  to  the  simpler  creed  of 
home. 

And  quelling  the  tumultuous  thoughts  which  long  had 
been  at  strife, 

Went  forth  with  fearless  step  and  firm,  on  the  broad 
highway  of  life. 
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In  absence  oft,  and  grief,  such  grief  as  mj  weak  spirit 
won. 

My  thoughts  turned  to  that  House  of  Prayer,  as  flowers 

towards  the  sun. 
And  fondly  deemed,  through  varied  scenes  and  wanderings 

manifold. 

This  earth  for  me  no  dearer   place,  no  holier  shrine 
could  hold. 


Twas  a  bright,  bright  Sabbath  morning  —  my  tears  were 
rising  fast, 

When  last  beneath  the  linden  trees  with  lingering  steps 
I  passed. 

And  sad  unto  my  yearning  heart,  and  strange  it  seemed 
to  be. 

That  none  would  mark  my  vacant  place — that  none  would 
fhmk  of  me  I 


For  ofiien,  in  those  solemn  hours  when,  in  my  room 
apart, 

I  close  the  Sacred  Book,  and  pause  to  commune  with 
my  heart, 

I  see  once  more  that  solemn  fane,  and  ever  with  it 
rise 

Throngs  of  past  joys  and  buried  hours,  and  sadd'ning 
memories. 
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I  look  back  on  the  sea  of  Time,  with  its  constant  ebb 
and  flow 

Of  hopes  and  fears  that  stirred  my  sool  a  few  short  years 
ago; 

I  call  to  mind  the  silent  awe,  when  first,  with  stifled 
breath, 

I  stood  within  the  darkened  room,  and  saw  the  face  of 
Death; 


I  call   to  mind   the  lofly  faith  that  took  no  thought 
of  fear. 

The  hope  that  to  the  iutore  looked,  and  saw  no  darkness 
near  — 

Oh!  I  would  give  the  visions  fair  that  throng  at  times 
my  brain, 

All,  all  my  dreams   of  earthly  bliss,   for  those  high 
thoughts  again  I 

There  stands  a  Church,  a  gray  old  Church,  with  creeping 
weeds  bedight. 

Rearing  a  square  and  massive  tower  above  the  sea-washed 
height. 

Like  a  sentry,  set  from  year  to  year  his  lonely  watch 
to  keep 

In   calm   and    quiet   vigilance   above    the  treacherous 
deep ; 
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Within  those  walls  a  stranger  voice  in  tones  of  music 
stole. 

And  it  wrought  a  change,  a  blessed  change,  within  my 
troubled  soul; 

The  Throne  of  God  I  could  not  see,  for  my  eyes  with 

tears  were  dim. 
Yet  though  my  voice  was  faint  and  low,  I  strove  to  call 

on  Him. 

He  heard  me  in  my  sore  distress.  He  bade  the  clouds 
depart. 

And  sent  his  blessed  sunsliine  in,  to  cheer  my  trembling 
heart; 

And  now,  amid   the  blessings  rare  He  showers  upon 
my  ways. 

Not  least  I  count  the  discipline  of  those  weary  summer 
days; 

For   I    have   learnt    how   vain    it    is,  with  dread  of 
future  ill. 

To    shed   across    a   tangled    path   a   gloomier  shadow 
still; 

I've  learnt  how  deep  and  boundless  are  the  riches  of 
His  grace. 

How  weak  and  worthless  is  the  trust  that  in  ourselves  we 
place. 


^r^tt  Chttrches. 
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I  know  that  yearnings  and  regrets  to  dreaming  hearts 
will  come. 

That  Grief  will  be  a  frequent  gaest   in  every  earthly 
home. 

That  hopes  will  wane,  and  friends  depart  —  bat  this,  too, 
well  I  know. 

That  He  who  sends  the  trial  will  give  strength  to  bear 
the  blow; 

And  therefore,  when  nngratefiilly  this  waj-ward  heart  of 
mine 

Is   tempted    at    some   passing  cloud    to   murmur  and 
repine, 

Then  stilling  every  rebel  thought,  there  straight  returns 
to  me 

A  vision  of  those  summer  tears,  and  that  old  Church  by 
the  sea  I 

The  last,  the  loveliest  of  the  three  —  it  stands  amid  the 
town. 

Like  a  beautiful  poetic  thought  o'er  Life's  dull  journey 
thrown. 

Green  grows  the  grass  around  its  walls,  and  orchard- 
blossoms  bring 

Their  fairest  wreaths  of  red  and  white  to  crown  the  brow 
of  Spring; 
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And  when   the    sun   of   summer    looks    from   out  the 

cloudless  skies. 
And  young  leaves  droop  and  flowers  grow  faint  beneath 

his  burning  eyes, 
All  there  is  cool  and  still  and  calm,  and  softly  tempered 

light 

Steals  through  the  many-coloured  panes  on  the  pavement 
cold  and  white. 

I  love  within  those  walls  to  hear  the  young  [fresh  voices 
blend 

In  anthems,  that  like  incense-wreaths  to  Heaven's  pearl 
gates  ascend; 

And  when  the  chant  hath  died  away,  and  the  morning 
rites  are  done. 

Sit  listening  to  the  teachings  liigh  of  tlie  Poet's  gifted 
son; 

To  hear  him  with  that  solemn   voice,  rich,  deep  and 
sweet,  imfold 

The    mysteries    of    Love    divine,    the    prophecies  of 
old,— 

To  learn  of  him  how  best  the  ills  of  our  mortal  life  to 
bear. 

Clad  in  the  might  of  child-like  Faith,  and  all-prevailing 
Prayer. 
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And  when  firom  that  sweet  spot   I  turn,  to  my  daily 
duties  back, 

A  new  and  glorions  light  seems  cast  across  Life's  beaten 
track ; 

And  words  of  connsel  and  rebuke  and  holy  thoughts,  the 
while. 

Re-echo   like  an  organ   blast   down    Memor\''s  pillared 
aisle. 

Three  names  are  graven  on  my  heart  —  the  names  of 
Christian  men 

Whose  high  and  solemn  teachings  long  within  its  depths 
have  lain. 

Awakening  when  its  surface  by  some  sudden  wind  is 
stirred. 

Like  echoes  on  the  mountain  [>eaks  roused  by  a  careless 
word. 

And  ever  when  at  mom  and  eve  I  l>end  the  knee  in 
prayer 

For  all   I  hold  most  dear  on  earth,  those  names  are 

whispered  there; 
And  I  pray  that  all  the  blessings  they  unto  my  heart 

have  given. 

Around  their  homes  and   licarta  may  fall,  like  summer 
dew  from  Heaven ; 
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May  He,  who  far  from  mortal  gaze,  wears  his  fadeless 
diadem. 

In  the  vineyard  of  His  holy  Church  raise  many  like 
to  them. 

And  give  us  grace  to  hear  aright,  and  drive  our  doubts 
away. 

Till  this  dim  uncertain  dawn  be  merged  in  Faith's  all- 
cloudless  day; 

Till  before  the  banner  of  the  Cross  all  worldly  tumults 
cease. 

And  the  earth  become  one  mighty  fold,  one  home  of 
loving  peace! 

Oh!  when  I  muse  on  themes  like  these,  how  vain  how 
light  appear 

The  trivial  joys,  the  selfish  woes  that  vex  our  bosoms 
here ! 

Such  thoughts  ye  bring,  ye  holy  Tlu:ee !  thoughts  which 

indeed  have  power 
To    shed    a   fragrance   ever   new  o'er  many  a  lonely 

hour. 

To  quench  the  fiame  of  human  pride,  to  clear  the  sullen 
brow, 

And  fill  the  heart  with  love  for  Heaven,  and  love  for  all 
below. 
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I  SAT  within  my  chamber 

One  winter  night  alone. 
And  across  my  wakeftd  spirit 

Came  a  distant  imder-tone, 
A  murmur  as  of  voices 

In  sweet  alternate  song  — 
The  one  was  low  and  plaintive, 

And  the  other  glad  and  strong. 

And  the  first  sighed,  "  Oh,  how  weary. 

How  hard  a  task  is  Life  I 
A  long  and  toilsome  pathway, 

A  field  of  hopeless  strife ! 
The  skies  are  fair  at  morning, 

The  summer  sun  shines  bright  — 
How  soon  returns  the  winter. 

How  dreary  is  the  night!" 
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"  In  the  journey,  in  the  battle," 

Breathed  the  other  joyous  song, 
"Through  travail  and  through  danger 

The  soul  becomes  more  strong; 
If  ye  hold  a  moumfiil  vigil 

Through  the  night  of  pain  and  care, 
Look  upward  to  the  heavens. 

And  lo!  the  stars  are  there!" 

"  The  trusting  heart  of  childhood. 

How  soon  its  mirth  is  gone! 
The  hopes  that  lured  us  onward 

Lie  scattered  one  by  one. 
Like  withered  leaves  in  autumn 

Beneath  inclement  skies, — 
Like  blossoms  in  the  spring-tide 

When  stormy  winds  arise 

"  The  loves  of  childhood  vanish. 

Its  golden  dreams  depart, 
For  the  mighty  work  of  Manliood 

Demands  an  earnest  heart; 
The  leaves,  the  blossoms,  perish 

When  their  early  mission's  o'er, 
But  the  precious  fruit  remaineth 

To  swell  ripe  Autumn's  store.'* 
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"Our  friends,  they  gather  round  us. 

They  dwell  with  us  awhile; 
And  we  joy  to  hear  their  voices. 

We  live  but  in  their  smile; 
Then  they  pass  away  like  shadows 

Which  fade  and  are  forgot; 
And  a  blank  and  dreary  desert 

Is  the  earth  where  they  are  not!^ 

"Yes I  with  tears  of  bitter  sorrow 

In  the  tomb  our  firiends  we  lay; 
But  we  know  the  deathless  spirit 

Cannot  slumber  with  its  clay; 
Each  firiend  before  us  summoned 

To  join  the  seraph  band. 
Is  a  golden  link  that  draws  us 

Towards  a  brighter,  happier  land!^ 

"Woe  for  the  dark  temptation. 

The  trial  and  the  sin, — 
For  the  dangers  spread  around  us. 

For  the  foes  that  lurk  within; 
Till  the  soul,  like  some  frail  vessel 

Without  a  chart  or  sail, 
Drifts  on  the  rocky  headlands. 

Or  founders  in  the  galeT* 


"Yes I  sin  is  ever  with  us 

Poor  children  of  the  dust. 
Well  may  we  shrink  and  tremble 

If  in  ourselves  we  trust; 
But  the  beacon  fire  bums  brightest 

When  the  heavy  waters  roll. 
And  He  who  seems  to  slumber 

Will  wake  to  guard  the  soul  I " 


Then  I  cried,  "Oh,  mystic  voices! 

Blend  in  one  soothing  strain. 
Tell  us,  if  Life  be  sorrowful, 

Our  tears  flow  not  in  vain. 
The  cup  of  joy  is  tempered 

By  drops  of  seeming  ill, 
But  the  darkest  day  of  sorrow 

Has  some  gleams  of  sunshine  still ! " 


They  pass  us  by,  the  friends,  the  dear  companions, 
Who  shared  our  merry  sports  in  days  of  yore; 

And  we,  poor  travellers  to  a  far-off  country. 
Weakly  and  selfishly  our  loss  deplore. 

The  day  that  brought  the  annual  joyous  meeting. 
Is  ushered  in  with  sighs  and  many  tears; 

The  strains  of  mirth,  the  words  of  idle  jestingj 
Like  funeral  knells,  toll  sadly  in  our  ears. 

We  look  around  and  miss  the  friendly  faces, 
All  beautifrd  with  kindliness  and  truth; 

We  mourn  the  severed  ties,  the  lost  affections. 
The  withered  flowers  of  our  own  joyous  youth. 
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We  think  of  them  as  in  the  graveyard  lying, 
Cold,  cheerless,  silent,  far  from  all  they  love; 

Having  no  part  in  all  the  busy  tumult, 

The  cares,  the  pleasures,  of  the  world  above. 

We  think  not  of  them  in  the  realms  of  glory, 
Where  hopefully  we  trust  their  souls  are  flown ; 

From  earthly  sorrows  freed,  of  errors  shriven, 
Making  sweet  music  round  the  Eternal  Throne. 

Oh!  did  we  know  how  idle  and  how  fleeting 

Our  noblest  works  to  them  must  now  appear  — 
How  dark  our  homes  —  how  bright   their  new-found 
dwelling. 

E'en  while  we  mourn — we  would  not  wish  them  here. 

Life's  stormy  wave  is  fraught  with  many  dangers, 
Grim  rocks  around,  and  perilous  shoals  before  — 

Why  should  we  weep,  when  those  we  fondly  cherished 
Have  reached  the  port,  and  dread  the  storms  no  more? 


What  are  the  Angels  like,  Mother? 

The  Angels  pure  and  good. 
Who  dwell  in  the  unapproach^d  light 

Of  their  own  beatitude? 

Are  they  like  the  flowers,  the  young  fresh  flowers, 

That  blossom  around  my  way. 
Filling  the  air  with  their  odours  sweet 

On  a  balmy  summer's  day? 

Not  on  the  sunny  slopes  alone, 

Or  the  river's  mossy  brim. 
But  down  in  the  depths  of  the  silent  glades. 

Where  the  light  at  noon  is  dim; 


Miat  aw  the  ^n^eb  liRe? 
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Their  bright  eyes  greet  me  at  every  step, 

They  smile  on  the  loneliest  spot, — 
I  cannot  imagine  a  world  of  bliss 

Where  those  sweet  flowers  are  not. 

For  all  things  love  them  —  the  wandering  bee. 

And  the  gauze-winged  dragon-fly, 
And  the  bird  that  sings  in  the  hazel  tree. 

Where  he  built  his  nest  so  high. 

And  the  simbeams  love  on  their  leaves  to  lie 

All  through  the  sultry  day. 
As  if  they  were  telling  them  tidings  sweet 

Of  their  sisters  far  away. 

And  yet  1  know  when  the  winter  comes. 

And  the  trees  are  white  with  rime, 
I  shall  look  in  vain  for  the  lovely  flowers 

I  culled  in  the  summer  time. 

For  the  leaves  and  the  blossoms  beneath  the  snow 

Lie  buried  in  silence  deep  — 
And  the  birds  are  mute  —  and  the  brooks  are  hushed 

In  their  long  and  icy  sleep. 
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The  Angels,  you  tell  me,  are  with  us  still, 
In  our  bright,  in  our  gloomy  hours; 

They  cannot  change,  and  they  cannot  die  — 
Ohl  they  are  not  like  the  flowers! 

What  are  the  Angels  like.  Mother, 

The  Angels  calm  and  bright. 
Who  walk  through  ages  of  happy  hours, 

In  a  realm  of  pure  delight? 

Are  they  like  the  stars,  the  quiet  stars, 

That  gem  the  brow  of  heaven. 
When  the  shadows  fidl,  and  the  dew  of  sleep 

To  the  weary  earth  is  given? 

I  love  to  see  them,  one  by  one. 

Peep  trembling  from  on  high, 
So  clear,  so  bright,  so  beautiful. 

You  may  count  them  in  the  sky. 

And  then,  as  the  crimson  sun  goes  down, 
And  the  darkness  comes  apace. 

Till  I  feel  my  brother's  hand  in  mine. 
But  I  cannot  see  his  face, — 
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The  heavens  are  then  all  full  of  stars, 

And  they  seem,  in  very  deed. 
With  their  quenchless  eyes  that  never  tire, 

My  inmost  thoughts  to  read. 

I  hear  men  speak  of  the  planets'  march 
Through  the  swiftly  rolling  years  — 

Of  the  voices,  the  wondrous  melody, 

That  comes  from  their  radiant  spheres. 

And  yet  methinks  to  our  dewy  earth 

The  planets  come  not  nigh; 
And  I  cannot  hear  e'en  the  echoes  faint 

Of  the  music  in  the  sky. 

The  Angels,  you  tell  me,  breathe  gentle  things 
Through  the  captive's  dungeon  bars, 

They  speak  to  the  sad  ones,  the  young,  the  gay  — 
Oh,  they  are  not  like  the  stars  I 

What  are  the  Angels  like.  Mother, 

The  Angels  fair  and  mild. 
Who  leave  their  seats  by  the  tlurone  of  God 

To  watch  o'er  a  little  child? 
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Are  they  like  the  young,  the  beautifiily 
Whom  we  know  and  love  so  well, — 

Are  they  like  the  dear  and  the  gentle  fiiends 
Who  here  on  our  own  earth  dwell? 

I  know  thy  heart,  Mother!  is  with  me  still 
When  far  in  the  woods  I  stray. 

And  the  glance  of  thy  watchftd  tenderness 
Rests  on  me,  the  livelong  day. 

And  when  at  evening,  with  folded  hands, 

I  kneel  by  thy  side  alone. 
Thy  sweet  voice  joins  in  the  solemn  prayer. 

And  prompts  my  faltering  tone; 

I  sleep,  and  I  dream  of  gardens  bright, 
Filled  with  trees  and  flowers  rare. 

And  of  beautiful  beings,  a  shining  band 
For  ever  wandering  there; 

Their  robes  are  white  as  the  early  mow. 
Their  brows  like  the  morning  shine. 

And  their  feces  are  all  so  beautiful. 
And  yet  so  like  to  thine! 
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And  if  I  wake  with  a  sudden  start 
From  that  dream  of  fancied  bliss, — 

Tis  to  meet  the  glance  of  thy  loving  eye. 
And  to  feel  tliy  gentle  kiss; 

And  then,  I  know  that  glorious  scene, 

A  dream  it  cannot  be  — 
O  Mother!  the  Angels  God  loveth  best 

Are  surely  like  to  thee! 


The  rosy  hues  of  sunset 

Are  fading  from  the  sky. 
The  water  lilies  motionless 

On  the  lake's  clear  surface  lie, 
And  spectre-like  across  the  earth 

The  length'ning  shadows  pass 
In  the  gloaming,  in  the  gloamings 

When  the  dew  is  on  the  grass. 

The  birds  have  sung  their  evening  hymn, 

The  insect^wings  are  still, 
The  very  breeze  hath  simk  to  sleep 

Upon  the  distant  hill. 
And  the  way-worn  and  the  weary 

Turn  homeward  one  by  one. 
In  the  gloaming,  in  the  gloaming. 

When  the  toils  of  day  are  done. 
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There  are  lights  and  sounds  of  laughter 

In  the  cheerful  homestead  now, 
And  the  shades  of  daily  cares  depart 

From  each  unclouded  brow; 
And  dreams  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  love 

Flit  through  the  maiden's  brain 
In  the  gloaming,  in  the  gloaming  — 

Ah!  will  those  dreams  remain? 

There  are  melancholy  musings 

In  the  sad  and  lonely  heart. 
From  whose  cold  eye  the  cloud  of  grief 

Will  never  more  depart  — 
Faces  and  tones  of  other  days 

Are  gathering  thick  and  fast; — 
In  the  gloaming,  in  the  gloaming 

Tlmmg  the  shadows  of  the  past. 

Tis  an  old  —  old  tale;  —  the  sunny  hopes 

That  ushered  in  our  day. 
Like  rosy  clouds  at  sunset  hour. 

Too  often  fade  away; 
And  tears,  unlike  the  summer  dew. 

Revive  no  withered  flowers 
In  the  gloaming,  in  the  gloaming 

Of  this  wear}'  life  of  oui's! 
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Like  fleets  upon  the  distant  ocean. 

Glittering  spars  and  canvas  white. 
Sailing  by,  with  dream-like  motion. 

In  the  cold  moon's  hazy  light; 
Like  cloud  shadows  o'er  the  meadow. 

Drifting  in  the  sultry  noon; — 
Like  the  faint,  yet  haunting  echo 

Of  a  half  forgotten  tune ; — 

So,  across  my  bosom  stealing. 

Shadows  of  the  days  that  were, 
Touch  the  inner  chords  of  feeling, 

Wake  the  tones  that  slumbered  there. 
Who  shall  say  that  Thought,  decaying. 

Yields  to  sluggish  Time's  control? 
Wild,  unshackled,  dreaming,  straying. 

Thought  is  deathless  as  the  soul  I 


greams  of  the  past. 
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Listening  in  the  winter  evenings 

To  the  howling  of  the  storm, — 
Tracing  pictures  in  the  gleamings 

Of  the  firelight  soft  and  warm, — 
Comes  a  sound  of  joyous  laughter, 

Rises  many  a  fair  young  brow, — 
Faces  I  shall  see  hereafter, — 

Voices  that  are  silent  now ! 

Standing  by  the  open  window 

On  a  balmy  summer  even, 
Looking  fi'om  the  twilight  shadow 

Towards  the  countless  orbs  of  heaven ; — 
Dimmer  grows  the  scene,  and  dimmer, — 

Green  trees  rise,  and  hills  decline. 
Branches  wave,  and  moonbeams  glimmer. 

Round  the  homo  that  once  was  mine. 

Even  now,  my  heart,  with  gladness 

Of  the  present  hour  was  stirred. 
Felt  no  touch  of  coming  sadness. 

Bounded  like  a  singing  bird, — 
But  a  look,  a  word  half  spoken, 

Back  the  crowd  of  memor}-  brings. 
And  the  stillness  round  is  broken 

With  the  rustling  of  their  wings. 
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§nms  of  the  ^ast. 


Welcome  are  ye  I    Dearly  welcome ! 

Beings  of  a  higher  sphere! 
From  the  far  land  where  ye  dwell,  come. 

Fold  your  wings  and  linger  here; 
Grief  no  more  can  cloud  your  faces. 

Death  can  never  stain  your  brow, — 
Lovely  are  your  resting  places — 

Take  me  with  you  when  ye  go! 

Voiceless  phantoms!  home  returning 
O'er  a  dim  and  distant  track. 

Sorrow  do  ye  wake,  and  yearning 
For  the  days  that  come  not  back ; 

Yet  the  heart  ye  fill  with  sorrow 
•  Would  not  pray  for  thoughtless  ease; 

Would  not  buy  a  joyful  morrow 

With  the  loss  of  dreams  like  these. 


S^hit  Wor[U  0jf  'StRnin. 


**  The  world  is  but  a  mocking  dream. 

An  arid  waste  and  cold, 
A  scene  of  guilt  or  hopeless  grief — 

Cried  some  faint  heart  of  old; 
And  many,  with  such  words,  have  sought 

Their  anguish  to  beguile. 
And  yet  methinks,  the  evil  dwelt 

In  their  own  soul  the  while. 

They  looked  into  its  troubled  depths, 

And  saw  but  sorrow  there. 
The  tossings  of  tumultuous  thought, 

The  sinkings  of  despair, — 
As  one  who  in  a  wintrj'  pool 

Sees  many  a  leafless  bough. 
Nor  stays  to  note  the  blessed  rays 

Of  sunlight  streaming  through. 
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They  saw  no  glory  in  the  sun. 

No  beauty  in  the  flower. 
Nor  joyed  to  feel  the  healthful  breeze 

At  morning's  dewy  hour; 
They  loved  not  twilight's  pensive  gloom. 

Nor  evening's  first-bom  star 
Shedding  its  light  serene  and  soft 

O'er  the  blue  hills  afar; 

And  all  across  the  sunny  world 

Whichever  way  they  passed. 
The  gloomy  thoughts  that  lurked  within 

Their  own  dark  shadows  cast; 
In  bitterness  they  threw  aside 

Life's  heritage  of  mirth. 
And  gave  harsh  names  of  pain  and  wrong 

Unto  the  glorious  eartL 

Our  glorious  earth!  around  our  steps 

She  bids  rich  blessings  fall. 
And  scatters,  with  a  lavish  hand, 

Her  treasures  unto  all; 
Each  day,  each  hour,  each  changing  scene 

For  joy  fresh  theme  supplies, — 
The  moss  that  clings  around  a  stone. 

The  bow  that  spans  the  skies  — 


The  meanest  insect  in  the  grass 

We  crush  beneath  our  feet. 
The  proudest  bird  that  singing,  soars 

The  early  mom  to  greet  — 
All  breathe  one  song  of  hope  and  love, 

Which  did  we  hear  aright. 
No  tears  of  grief  or  aching  shame 

Would  ever  dim  our  sight 

I  too,  at  times,  have  turned  away, 

And  foolishly  have  sighed 
For  scenes  and  hours  of  fancied  bliss 

That  were  in  love  denied; 
And  pined  until  my  heart  was  faint, 

And  Hope  herself  grew  dumb. 
With  grievings  for  the  buried  past 

And  dreams  of  days  to  come. 

But  ever  when  I  looked  abroad, 

And  felt  the  sunny  glow. 
And  saw  the  smile  the  broad  heavens  sent 

To  the  green  earth  below; 
And  ever  when  I  heard  the  hum 

Of  voices  in  the  air. 
And  thought  of  fields  and  waving  woods. 
And  all  things  bright  and  fair  — 
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That  glimpse  of  beauty  to  my  heart 

Did  health  and  comfort  bring; 
And  like  the  harp-notes  played  of  yore 

To  Israel's  gloomy  King, 
It  drove  away  the  spirits  dark 

Of  grief  and  brooding  care; 
And  beautiful  and  happy  thoughts 

Alone  were  treasured  there. 


SFh^  Mill  h  §ant 


Thy  Will  be  done,  O  God!  when  faint  with  fear 
My  spirit  shrinks  at  dread  of  future  ill, 

Thy  hand  hath  led  me  on  from  year  to  year  — 
Be  thou  my  Friend,  my  Guide,  my  Father  still 

Too  much  I  question  of  the  days  to  be  — 

I  murmur,  sigh  —  Thou  knowest  what  is  best. 

Teach  me  to  place  unfailing  trust  in  Thee, 
And  in  Thy  changeless  love  securely  rest! 

While  life  is  mine,  ohl  do  not  Thou  forsake. 
Thou  who  hast  suffered,  sorrowed,  died  for  me 

Restore  the  wanderer  to  Thy  fold,  and  make 
Each  thought,  each  feeling,  subject  unto  Thee. 
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SFhg  Mill  he  §ont 


If  the  wild  dreams  that  throng  my  soul  have  found 
A  resting  place,  an  hour  of  mortal  birth, — 

Let  not  their  bright  links  twine  too  closely  round 

My  heart,  and  make  it  cleave  too  much  to  earth; — 

But  if  my  fixture  path  be  cold  and  drear. 
Since  in  Thy  wisdom  Thou  ordainest  so, — 

When  joys  depart  and  sorrow's  hour  is  near. 

Teach  me  to  bend  in  meekness  to  the  blow; — 

And  when  Death  comes,  then  be  Thou  near  to  save. 
Be  Thou  my  pilot  o'er  that  unknown  sea. 

And  firom  the  gloomy  portals  of  the  grave. 
Lead  me  to  dwell  for  evermore  with  Theel 


A  QLEAM  of  sunshine  came, 

A  ray  of  living  flame, — 
Rare  visitant,  within  the  darkened  room 

Where  I,  in  silence  deep. 

Half  waking,  half  in  sleep, 
Sat  wea\ang  pleasant  fancies  in  the  gloom. 


Methought  a  bright-eyed  fay, 

A  spirit  young  and  gay. 
In  robes  of  light  and  glory,  came  to  me; 

And,  hovering  o'er  my  head, 

In  tones  of  music  said, — 
**  Ask  what  thou  wilt,  thy  wish  shall  granted  be  I " 
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Then  in  my  breast  there  wrought 

A  tomolt  of  wUd  thought  — 
My  lips  were  parted,  but  with  vain  essay; 

The  flush  was  on  my  cheek. 

The  words  I  fain  would  speak 
In  low  unfinished  murmurs  died  away. 

My  wistful  eyes  before 

Young  Fancy  spread  a  store 
Of  dreams  and  wishes,  rare  and  fragile  things! 

All  that  fair  Hope  portrays 

To  gild  the  coming  days, 
All  the  heart's  vain  and  fond  imaginings. 

Then  like  a  cloistered  nun, 

Her  solenm  vigils  done. 
Pacing  by  moonlight  towards  her  lonely  cell, — 

So  Memory,  calm  and  pale. 

Drew  back  the  broidered  veil 
From  the  deep  caverns  where  her  secrets  dwell. 

Old  games  we  used  to  play 
Through  the  bright  summer  day. 

Till  faded  in  the  west  the  sunset's  glow, — 
Old  faces,  evermore 
A  look  of  love  that  wore, — 

Old  songs  we  listened  to,  long,  long  ago  — 
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Legend  of  wood  and  wave. 

Gray  rock  and  sparry  cave. 
And  ruined  halls  where  sheeted  spectres  dwell; 

The  magic  wealth  that  lies 

In  Arab  palaces. 
By  large-winged  Grenii  goarded  long  and  well ; 

The  lofty  marble  halls 

Where  the  bright  fountain  falls. 
And  captives  listen,  bound  in  charmed  sleep, — 

The  deeds  of  warriors  bold 

Chieftains  and  knights  of  old, 
And  daring  rovers  on  the  trackless  deep  — 

Of  haunted  grove  and  vale, 

The  wild  fantastic  tale 
I  heard  fi-om  thee  so  oft  —  O  Friend  long  tried  I 

For  I  methought  once  more 

As  in  the  days  of  yore. 
In  silent  wonder,  listened  at  thy  side. 

Listened  and  doubted  nought. 

But  gathered  stores  of  thought 
To  muse  and  marvel  through  long  hours  alone. 

Till  my  heart  inly  burned. 

And  scarce  mine  eyes  discerned 
The  line  that  parts  the  dream-world  from  our  own. 
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Alas  I  that  vision  fair, 

Those  palaces  of  air. 
Temple  and  tower  soon  faded  from  my  view; 

And  fix)m  the  bright  dream  I 

Woke,  murmuring  with  a  sigh, 
"  Give  me  the  fiuth  mine  earlier  childhood  knew  1 " 


Wi^  Jattpfg  an  ^ojgtthq. 


Wb  journey  on  together^ 

Young  children,  blithe  and  gay. 
As  merry  as  the  singing  birds 

That  flit  firom  spray  to  spray ; 

With  bursts  of  joyous  laughter. 
With  carols  loud  and  long, 

We  stoop  to  pluck  the  early  flowers 
As  we  gaily  pass  along. 

Free-handed,  open-hearted. 
Our  love  with  all  we  share; 

We  have  no  doubts  of  coming  days. 
We  give  no  thought  to  care; 
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For  the  bright  world  lies  before  us. 
And  bright  the  heavens  above. 

And  the  light  that  shines  around  our  path 
Is  the  light  of  hope  and  love. 

We  journey  on  together 

In  our  wild  and  dreamy  youth. 
With  all  childhood's  generous  confidence 

In  goodness  and  in  truth] 

No  fear,  no  sin,  no  sorrow, 

Across  our  path  hath  come, 
No  clouds  of  doubt  or  discontent 

Have  dimmed  the  light  of  home. 

And  we  greet  our  young  companions 
With  sweet  smiles,  as  heretofore. 

And  we  talk,  —  but  not  so  fearlessly. 
So  fi'ankly  as  of  yore; 

For  our  wayward,  restless  spirits 

Life's  first  great  change  have  known. 

And  we  better  love  to  turn  aside 
To  sit  and  muse  alone. 
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We  journey  on  together 

In  our  graver,  sadder  years, 
When  the  eyes  that  once  knew  nought  but  smiles 

Are  sometimes  dim  with  tears; 

When  we  meet  some  early  playmate, 

Tis  with  soft  and  serious  tone 
We  speak  of  all-engrossing  cares, — 

We  mourn  our  bright  dreams  flown. 

It  may  be  Earth's  most  precious  things, — 

Health,  hope,  and  love  are  ours. 
But  we  find  the  roses  in  our  path 

Have  thorns  as  well  as  flowers; 

And  the  leaves  upon  the  bushes 
Wear  old  Autumn's  sober  brown; 

And  the  shadows  on  the  lake's  clear  breast 
At  times  steal  o'er  our  own. 

We  journey  on  together, 

But  with  weary  steps  and  slow. 
When  long  —  long  years  upon  our  heads 

Have  left  their  touch  of  snow; 
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The  few  who  now  remain  to  us 

Like  ourselves  are  frail  and  weak^ 

And  low,  and  strange,  and  querulous 
Are  the  words  we  often  speak. 

Time's  hand  lies  heavy  on  our  hearts, 
Death's  signet  on  our  brow; — 

The  hopes  once  dear  as  Life  itself 
Are  scarce  remembered  now; 

And  darker  still  and  darker 
The  evening  shadows  fall. 

And  the  onward  path  winds  closer 
To  the  churchyard's  mossy  walL 


The  letters  of  the  Dead!  ohl  guard  them  well. 

Cherish  the  records  of  departed  years. 
Of  warm  fresh  feelings,  pure  as  morning's  dew. 

Of  sunny  joys  that  soon  were  quenched  in  tears ; — 
Of  happy  meetings  and  of  sad  farewells. 

Of  sweet  and  serious  communings  they  tell. 
Of  brighter  scenes  than  shall  again  be  ours. 

Of  holier  thoughts  —  oh,  therefore  guard  them  well! 


It  may  be  that  their  name  to  us  was  dear. 

Dearer  than  aught  we  knew  or  hoped  beside; 
We  treasured  in  our  hearts  their  lightest  tone. 

Counted  the  hours  that  kept  them  from  our  side; — 
Now  it  is  past,  the  wild  and  fevered  dream 

Of  earthly  love  —  and  these  remain  alone. 
These  &ding  characters,  so  fondly  traced 

By  hands  whose  clasp  no  more  shall  meet  our  own! 
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Or  it  may  be  we  judged  them  harshly  once^ 

Calling  them  weak,  perchance,  or  clianged,  or  cold, — 
Withdrew  our  fingers  from  their  friendly  touch, 

And  wrapped  our  hearts  in  pride's  most  icy  fold; — 
That  too  is  past, —  in  self-accusing  guise 

Each  angry  word,  each  wronging  thought  appears. 
And  bitter  memories  planted  in  our  souls 

Are  watered  oft  with  penitential  tears. 

It  may  be  too,  that  our  sick  hearts  recall 

Actions  and  foolish  words  which  caused  them  pain. 
Kind  looks,  bright  smiles,  that  met  with  no  response, 

And  mild  remonstrances,  oft  urged  in  vain; — 
Now,  all  too  late!  in  agony  of  heart 

We  long  a  few  short  years  again  to  live, — 
To  pour  our  sorrows  and  our  yearnings  forth, — 

To  hear  them  say,  "We  love  and  we  forgive  I" 

Ahl  little  do  we  think,  each  idle  word, — 

Each  careless  speech,  so  oft  at  random  flung, — 
The  wild  outpourings  of  the  lightsome  heart. 

The  heedlessness  of  youth's  too  flippant  tongue  — 
In  afl^r  years,  unbidden  and  unsought, — 

When  no  fond  smile  the  ghost  can  exorcise, — 
In  the  dark  caverns  of  our  soul  shall  wake 

To  haunt  us  with  their  sad  reproachftd  eyes! 


Ah  I  little  do  we  think  what  slight  returns 

We  make  for  so  much  pure  and  patient  love. 
For  watchful  care,  for  tenderness,  and  truth, — 

Precious  and  rare  all  earthly  things  above; — 
Not  till  the  long  grass  on  their  graves  looks  green. 

Not  till  the  bloom  of  our  own  life  is  fled. 
And  by  the  once  bright  fireside,  we  alone 

Are  left,  to  weep  o'er  Letters  of  the  Dead! 


There  was  a  brook,  a  little  brook. 
Went  singing  on  its  way, 

'Neath  bunches  of  the  knotted  grass 
And  boughs  of  alders  gray. 

It  had  no  name  of  olden  saint, 
No  dim  and  sparry  grot. 

Nor  legend  wild  of  woodland  sprite. 
To  sanctify  the  spot 

No  village  maiden  loitered  there 
Her  rustic  wreath  to  weave; 

Nor  poet  strayed  with  dreamy  brow 
Beneath  the  trees  at  eve. 
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But  when  the  rushes  tall  and  slim 

Sighed  to  it  all  day  long, 
It  answered  with  a  sparkling  gleam, 

A  low  and  pleasant  song. 

It  gave  a  mirror  to  the  fern, — 

That  lady  proud  and  fiur 
Who  o'er  its  rippling  sur&ce  flung 

Her  long  bright  waving  hair; 

And  sometimes  in  the  summer  time 

The  breezes  lightly  played. 
And  glinting  through  the  parted  leaves 

A  roving  sunbeam  strayed; 

And  sometimes  in  the  autumn  nights, 
From  out  the  heavens  afiu-. 

Looked  down  into  its  tranquil  depths 
A  single,  silvery  star. 

There  was  a  flower,  a  tiny  flower. 
That  in  the  greenwood  grew. 

With  velvet  leaves  so  firesh  and  smooth. 
And  eyes  of  tenderest  blue. 
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The  Sage  who  for  his  herbal  sought 

All  leaves  and  simples  rare^ 
Culled  many  a  neighbouring  weed,  and  left 

The  lowly  floweret  there; 

The  village  children  in  their  walks 

Oft  passed  it  heedless  by. 
It  had  no  radiant  bloom,  to  tempt 

The  stranger's  careless  eye- 
It  sighed  not  at  its  lonely  fate 

Within  the  forest  wild. 
But  ever  to  the  grand  old  oaks 

Looked  up,  and  softly  smiled. 

Shyly  it  oped  its  trembling  cup 

To  greet  the  honey-bee, — 
It  nodded  to  the  sprightly  dance 

Of  fairies  on  the  lea; 

It  listened  to  the  early  birds. 

It  quaffed  the  evening  dew. 
And  fi*om  the  earth,  and  air,  and  sky. 

New  themes  of  gladness  drew; 
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And  when  the  yellow  leaves  fell  thick, 
And  louder  swelled  the  blast. 

Folded  its  petals  bright  and  calm 
And  smiling  to  the  last 

There  was  a  heart,  a  human  heart 

Unnoticed  and  unknown. 
Deep  buried  in  the  dark  recess 

Of  a  vast,  dingy  town. 

It  boasted  not  of  noble  blood. 

Of  wealth's  all-conquering  pow.er. 

No  gifts  of  Genius  rich  and  rare. 
Nor  Beauty's  glorious  dower; 

No  harvest  of  renown  it  reaped. 
No  great  achievement  wrought; 

But  rich  in  all  the  charities 
Of  kindly  deed  and  thought, 

The  heavy  cross  of  daily  life 

So  patiently  it  bare, 
None  ever  guessed  that  grief  or  pain 

Had  found  an  entrance  there. 


142 


little  ^in%s. 


Stem  censures  for  another's  sin 

It  was  not  wont  to  frame> 
But  gave  a  smile^  a  loving  word 

To  every  one  who  came. 

And  where  it  dwelt,  all  strifes  were  healed. 

All  foes  were  reconciled; — 
The  harshest  nature  of  the  earth 

Grew  gentle  as  a  child 

Beneath  that  gracious  influence. 

That  all-prevailing  power. 
Soft  as  the  murmur  of  the  brook, 

The  perfume  of  the  flower! 

The  wide  world  oped  its  treasure  house 

And  proudly  spread  abroad 
The  loveliest  gems  that  Nature  gave, 

To  win  the  smile  of  God; — 

And  Man  displayed  his  noblest  gifts. 
Wealth,  Wisdom,  Power,  and  Art — 

But  loveliest,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
Was  that  poor  human  heart! 


A  Student  sat  on  a  summer  morn 

In  his  lonely  room  apart^ 
And  through  the  casement  a  gleam  of  light 
Came  like  the  smile  of  some  gentle  sprite, — 
It  rested  on  volumes  of  wondrous  lore 
By  sages  written  long  years  before  — 
On  bust  and  picture,  on  spear  and  shield, 
The  spoils  of  some  distant  battle  field  — 

And  gems  from  the  earth's  deep  heart; — 
All  that  the  world  holds  rich  and  rare 
Of  wealth  or  wisdom  was  gathered  there. 

'Twas  a  pleasant  scene,  but  the  Master  sat 

As  one  with  grief  o'erwom. 
And  his  eye  had  a  glance  of  wrathful  pride 

And  his  brow  a  shade  of  scorn. 
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For  one  he  had  loved  and  trusted  long 
Had  done  to  the  Student  grievous  wrong. 
And  he  sighed  as  he  wrote: 

"All  love  and  truth 
Have  faded  long  since  with  the  earth's  bright 
youth. 

And  darker  and  deeper  the  sable  pall 
Of  sin  and  shame  on  our  race  doth  fall  — 
Folly  and  treason  and  error's  wild  dream. 
These  of  all  sages  have  been  the  theme 

Since  ever  the  world  begm; — 
Let  future  ages  the  work  resume, 
Till  this  orb  be  whelmed  in  its  final  doom. 
They  shall   not   paint    half   the   grief  and 
gloom 

That  lurk  in  the  heart  of  man!" 


And  he  flung  down  the  pen,  and  on  his  hand 

His  brow  awhile  he  laid. 
And  he  sighed  again  with  the  bitter  pain 

Of  a  noble  heart  betrayed  — 
"I  have  sat  too  long  with  my  books  alone. 
They  have  given  my  spirit  too  sad  a  tone  — 
All  creatures  abroad  are  glad  and  firee, 
I  will  go  forth  into  the  fields,  and  see 


The  vernal  beauty  of  flower  aiid  tree. 
And  list  to  the  birds*  3weet  strain ; 

Who  knows  but  Natnre  may  smile  on  me. 
And  teach  m©  to  smile  again?" 

Through  flowery  meadows  the  pathway  wound 

The  ba.se  of  a  ruined  tower  around  ; 

"Lonely  it  stands  in  ita  last  decay. 

The  crowds  who  once  filled  it  have  passed  away. 

And  tho  faitWess  ivy  remains  alone 

To  langh  at  the  ruin  it  feedeth  upon  I** 

Nearer  he  came,  and  he  saw  with  shame 

That  the  fragments  all  rent  and  aslant 
By  wind  and  weather  were  bound  together 

By  the  twine  of  that  faithful  plant. 
Then  be  passed  by  a  scatlied  and  leafless  tree 
Standing  upright  on  tlie  aunny  1^ 
**That  ghastly  spectre  I  what  doth  it  here. 
In  the  midst  of  gladness,  all  withered  and  sere, 
Mocking  the  earth  and  the  laugliing  sky 
Like  a  tiling  of  death  at  a  feast  of  joy  1 " 
But  Id!  in  the  clefts  of  the  hollow  tmni 

The  wild  birds  had  reared  their  young, 
And  sweet  on  the  wings  of  the  summer  breeze 

Came  the  notes  that  they  blithely  sung. 


146 


Silently  musings  with  footstep  slow. 

The  Student  climbed  to  the  mountain's  brow, 

Barren  it  seemed  to  him,  bleak  and  wild. 

And  the  wind  blew  keen  and  cold. 
But  a  few  bright  flowers  looked  up  and  smiled 

From  their  lowly  bed  of  mould; 
And  he  saw  how  the  poorest  and  loneliest  sod 
Keeps  yet  some  trace  of  tlie  smile  of  God. 

Back  to  his  dwelling  the  Student  turned, 

A  grave  and  an  altered  man. 
And  there  rose  the  penitent  flush  of  shame 

To  his  cheek  so  pale  and  wan. 
The  ink  was  scarce  dry  on  the  morning's  page, 

And  his  tears  fell  warm  and  fast, 
For  the  passionate  tempest  of  grief  and  rage 

From  his  chastened  soul  had  passed; 
And  a  light,  as  from  heaven,  his  pure  brow  wore. 
As  he  sat  down  in  silence  to  write  once  more. 

"Shall  the  penitent  rise  from  his  bended  knee, 

And  cry  that  another  is  worse  than  he? 

Shall  the  worm  that  crawleth  in  doubt  and  fear, 

So  harshly  judge  of  its  brethren  near  ? 

Sternly  we  speak  of  the  outward  sin. 

And  reck  nought  of  the  faith  that  may  dwell  within; 


In  hearts  which  to  us  appear  hard  and  cold^ 
The  eye  of  an  angel  much  good  may  behold^ 
For  the  meanest  and  vilest  hath  yet  some  trace 
Of  pristine  beauty,  of  love  and  grace. 
Brought  by  the  soul  from  her  dwelling-place. 
Meekly,  O  Christian  1  forbear  to  scan 
The  throbbing  heart  of  thy  fellow-man. 
For  He,  and  only  He, 

Wliose  eyes  without  cloud  or  error  look 
On  each  blotted  page  of  that  clasped  book. 
Thy  brother's  Judge  should  be  I" 


When  the  sun  is  set^  and  the  dark  night 

Draws  near  with  footsteps  slow, 
I  love  to  look  forth  on  the  many  lights 

That  are  flitting  to  and  fro. 
In  the  homes  where  the  bright  fire  sendeth  out 

A  warm  and  ruddy  glow. 


And  as  I  gaze,  a  Spirit 

Comes  and  takes  me  by  the  hand. 
And  calls  up  pictures  of  light  and  gloom, 

With  his  voice  of  high  command. 
And  draws  the  veil  from  a  thousand  homes 

With  his  strong  though  unseen  hand. 


He  flies  o'er  the  silent  citj. 

In  whose  many  casements  bide 
Sorrow  and  gladness^  and  pain  and  griefs 

And  meekness  and  sullen  pride> 
And  gives  me  to  look  on  the  throbbing  hearts 

That  dwell  in  the  world  so  wide* 

In  one  home  I  see  the  children 

Through  the  twilight's  deepening  gloom, 
Listening  in  aUenee^  half  pleased,  half  scared^ 

To  some  tale  of  dread  and  doom. 
Or  bounding  away,  with  a  meny  laugh. 

Through  the  closely  curtained  room. 

Then  the  noise  is  hushed,  and  a  somd  is  heard 

Of  footfalls  on  Oie  stair, 
And  tlie  little  hands  are  folded  close, 

And  the  Hps  breathe  a  simple  prayer; 
And  pure  as  the  blush  of  the  early  dawn 

Is  the  look  those  young  faces  wear. 

And  I  see  the  gentle  Mother 

In  the  silence  calm  and  deep. 
Watching  witli  eyes  of  tenderest  love 

Their  softly  cradled  sleep. 
And  shedding  those  tears  which  in  hocms  of  joy 

Earth's  holiest  natures  weep. 
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Tis  the  fairest^  the  loveliest  picture 
Earth  can  shew  to  the  worlds  above, 

The  rosy  infant  slumbering  there 
As  soft  as  the  nestling  dove^ 

And  the  mother  breathing  sweet  prayers  to  heaven 
From  her  home  of  peace  and  love. 

In  another  a  conflict  rages 

That  well  might  daimt  the  brave, 
A  brow  by  Pain's  burning  fingers  worn 

Bears  the  impress  of  the  grave, 
And  tears  are  falling,  falling  fast 

O'er  one  whom  they  cannot  save; 

And  I  hear  the  sobbing  whisper, 

And  the  slow  and  cautious  tread. 
And  the  prayer  that  bursts  fi*om  the  breaking  heart 

When  the  hour  of  hope  is  fled, 
And  the  kisses  poured  on  the  stony  lips 

Of  the  all-unconscious  dead, 

I  note  the  bitter  sorrow 

In  that  gloomy  house  of  woe. 
Shut  out  from  the  stir  of  life  around 

And  the  sunshine's  golden  glow. 
One  lonely  dwelling,  one  silent  spot 

In  the  busy  world  below, — 
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The  sorrow  that  rankles  the  heart  mthin. 

As  days  roll  on  apace. 
Ever,  at  mom,  and  noon  and  eve 

To  look  on  one  vacant  place. 
To  miss  one  sweet  voice  from  tJie  honsehold  prayer, 

from  tiie  hearth  one  weU*known  face! 

And  nowj  'tis  a  gentle  maiden 

With  ejea  undimmed  by  care. 
Clad  in  a  robe  of  floating  snow. 

Herself  as  yoimg  and  fair 
As  the  garlands  of  blushing  flowers  she  twines 

In  her  dark  and  glossy  hair; 

And  I  follow  her  through  the  lighted  halls 
Where  she  moves  in  her  beauty  now. 

Shedding  around  her  a  halo  bright 
Of  love  6-om  her  fair  young  brow. 

Like  the  moon  that  glides  from  the  courts  of  heaven 
To  smile  on  the  seas  below. 

And  now,  'tis  a  lonely  Student 

Through  the  night  of  pain  and  care. 

Toiling  far  down  in  the  mines  of  Thought 
For  its  gems  and  treasures  rare. 

And  looking  up  to  the  stars  of  heaven 
Wbich  alone  shine  on  him  there; 
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Bravely  his  task  fiilfilling 

In  the  midst  of  wrong  and  blame. 
Toiling  for  those  who  heap  words  of  scorn 

On  his  life  and  his  noble  name. 
And  looking  beyond  with  his  eagle  eye 

To  a  future  of  deathless  fame! 

Many  a  tale  that  Spirit 

In  the  darkness  tells  to  me, 
Many  a  scene  doth  his  hand  reveal 

Of  want  and  misery, 
And  pining  care,  in  this  sunny  world 

Where  nought  but  joy  should  be. 

All  the  voiceless  anguish 

That  dwells  in  the  halls  of  state, — 
The  dread,  and  the  grief,  and  the  grinding  toil 

In  the  crowded  streets  that  wait. 
Where  the  beggar  in  Poverty's  tattered  garb 

Lies  close  to  the  rich  man's  gate. 

The  wail  of  the  soul,  lamenting 

Long  years  of  thoughtless  sin. 
The  noise  of  the  busy  feet  without. 

And  the  revel's  joyous  din, 
Mocking  the  weary  and  fainting  hearts 

That  are  breaking  unheard  within! 


^  Worn  ^iQil 
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Till  I  ask,  as  I  turn  from  the  window 

In  a  sad  despondent  mood, 
^^Is  this  the  same  earth  on  whose  stainless  breast 

The  radiant  angels  stood. 
When  the  great  Creator  his  work  surveyed. 

And  saw  that  the  whole  was  good?" 

Oh!  there  are  many  mysteries 

Shrouded  for  us  in  night, — 
There  are  secret  workings,  in  wisdom  veiled 

From  our  weak  distempered  sight. 
Lessons  of  patience,  and  faith  and  hope. 

Which  we  never  can  read  aright; 

But  this  we  know, — when  a  human  heart 

Is  tortured  with  pain  and  care. 
Yet  rouses  itself  in  a  Christian's  strength 

To  grapple  with  dark  despair, — 
An  Angel  of  God,  on  wings  of  love. 

Unseen  is  hovering  there! 


Sound  the  loud  clarion^ — sound! 
Warrior  1  arise  from  thy  couch  of  rest. 
And  gird  the  cuirass  upon  thy  breast. 
Take  thy  good  shield,  and  with  arm  of  might 
Unsheath  the  falchion  that  glitters  bright, — 
Dream  not  of  home  and  its  thousand  joys. 
Of  thy  mother's  smile,  of  thy  sister's  voice; 
Bid  each  gentler  thought  from  thy  breast  depart, 
Go  forth  in  the  strength  of  a  dauntless  heart, 
And  God  be  with  thee!  thy  friends  are  few, 
And  mighty  and  fierce  is  the  hostile  crew. 
No  pause  in  the  desperate  strife  may  be. 
No  truce,  no  parley,  'twixt  them  and  thee  I 
In  pride  and  power  on  either  hand. 
They  crowd,  they  threaten,  that  evil  band; 
Yet  fear  not — though  peril  and  harm  befall, 
A  constant  spirit  will  vanquish  all. 
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And  glorious  aiid  great  the  prize  shall  be 
In  Uie  hour  of  tritimph  awarded  thee! 
And  if  in  the  battle  thj  strength  decay, 
If  false  friends  steal  from  thy  aide  away. 
If  thine  eye  grow  dim^  and  thine  arm  be  slack, 
And  the  light  forsake  thee — ^  oh  1  tnni  not  back  I 
'Twere  better  to  struggle  in  silence  on. 
Though  tlie  Angel  of  Hope  from  tliy  side  be  gone^ — 
*Twere  better,  when  none  are  near  to  save. 
To  perish  as  best  beseems  the  brave. 
And  to  win  for  thy  guerdon  a  warrior's  grave 
On  the  crimson  battle  ground ! 

Sing  to  the  soft  lute,  sing! 
O  child  of  genius!  'tis  thine  the  power 
To  shed  a  bright  gleam  o  er  each  silent  hour. 
To  twine  fair  flowers  in  Joy's  festive  wreath. 
To  hallow  tlie  dark  days  of  Sorrow  and  Death, 
To  bring  soothing  tears  to  the  downcast  eye, 
To  lead  the  soul  towards  its  home  on  high! 
Many  and  great  are  the  s^iells  that  belong 
To  each  flute-like  tone  of  the  voice  of  song. 
Oft,  when  the  code  of  the  moralist  fails, 
The  musical  voice  of  the  bard  prevails,* 


*    A  verse  ma.y  find  him  who  a  sermOQ  fliea/— Geoeos  Ekbiibrt. 
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And  the  heart  that  was  hardened  by  wrong  and  pain^ 
Melts  at  the  sound  of  its  first  loved  strain; 
Say  not  the  glory  of  earth  is  flown. 
And  faded  the  treasures  that  once  seemed  her  own. 
That  the  wings  of  Time,  as  he  speeds  along. 
Efface  firom  tlic  dark  world  the  gleams  of  song. 
And  the  sweet  romance  and  the  sootliing  rhyme 
Are  gone  with  the  dreams  of  the  olden  time  I 
Ah  no  I  in  the  woods,  in  the  glowing  sky. 
In  the  voice  of  the  lark  as  it  floateth  by, 
In  the  star  that  gleams  on  the  quiet  lake. 
In  the  flower  that  blooms  firom  the  dusky  brake. 
In  the  earthly  households  where  love  should  be. 
In  tliine  own  full  heart, —  there  are  themes  for  thee! 
And  if  when  tliou  pourest  sweet  niunbers  forth. 
Thou  tliink'st  upon  Him  who  first  gave  them  birth. 
If  thy  tlioughts,  as  they  spring  up,  in  joy  elate. 
To  His  service  be  liallowed  and  consecrate  — 
Then  all  shall  revere  thee,  then  all  sliall  prize 
The  musical  strains  from  thy  heart  that  rise, 
Pure  as  the  flowers  of  Paradise, 
And  strong  as  an  angel's  wing  I 

Rise  from  thy  slumbers,  rise ! 
O  Clunstian  man !  there  is  work  to  be  done. 
Grief  to  be  comforted,  souls  to  be  won. 
There  are  wanderers  tossed  on  Life's  stormy  wave 
Who  call  on  thee.  Brother!  to  hear  and  to  save! 
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Not  tliine  is  the  hero's  araij  not  thine 
The  melody  breathed  hy  the  bard  divinej — 
But  God  gives  to  eaeh  for  his  own  sliort  hour 
An  aim  and  a  mission  of  love  or  power; 
To  ones  the  spirit  that  awes  mankind 
And  mles  tlie  whole  world  with  its  master  mind; 
To  anotlierj  a  voiee  like  a  streamlet  lone. 
Soothing  tlie  earth  with  its  whispering  tone. 
Say  not  thy  mission  is  low  or  small. 
The  eye  of  God  resteth  alike  on  all. 
And  He  lovetli  better  the  voice  of  love 
And  the  gentle  glance  of  the  brooding  dove, 
Than  the  proud  keen  eye  of  the  bird  that  flies 
Scorning  the  earth  for  the  brighter  skies. 
Whisper  sweet  words  in  the  ear  of  Care, 
Give  to  all  freely  thy  love,  thy  prayer. 
Give  of  the  riches  which  God  hath  given, 
Be  they  freely  spent  in  the  cause  of  Heaven, — 
Give  of  thy  time,  of  the  golden  day 
That  lights  thy  glad  soul  on  her  upward  way, — 
Give  of  tliy  talents,  that  glorious  dower 
Of  tlie  strong,  skilful  hand,  of  the  mind's  cbainless 
power,- — 

And  Bsk  nought  from  earthy  —  then  around  thy 
home 

The  blessing  of  God  shall  in  soft  dews  come; 
And  when  Life*s  trials  and  joys  but  seem 
Like  tJie  echoes  of  some  long-forgotten  dream. 
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When  thou  goest  forth  on  the  awful  track 
Whence  a  mortal  footstep  can  come  not  back  — 
Then  the  good  thou  hast  spoken,  the  love  thou 

hast  wrought, 
Each  gentle  action,  each  kindly  thought, 
A  crown  of  Heaven's  brightest  stars,  shall  be 

brought 
To  greet  thee  in  the  skies! 


I  HAVE  a  world,  a  sunny  world  where  I  at  will  can 
roam 

And  commune  with  the  spirits  fair  that  make  therein 
their  home; 

An    instrument,    whose   mighty   chords,    in    hours  of 
solitude. 

Gives  forth  sweet  music,  grave  or  glad,  to  suit  each 

varying  mood; — 
A  treasure  imto  me  bequeathed    by  master  miads  of 

yore 

And  stored  in  many  a  cherished  book  of  light  or  serious 
lore, 

A   long   array   of  changeless    firiends,   who   speak  in 
whispers  low, 

A  magic  glass,  whereon  sweet  thoughts,  like  phantoms, 
come  and  go. 
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I  turn  to  onc^  and  straight   there  comes  a  sound  of 

Sabbath  chimes. 
And  a  pleasant  murmur  of  the  breeze  amid  the  bowering 

limes, 

A  gleam  of  rivers  as  beneath  the  dark  pine  woods  they  glide. 
An  echo  of  the  shepherd's  song  from  the  green  hill's 
distant  side, 

A  breath  of  odours  faint  and  sweet,  from  the  violet 
dingles  borne, 

A  glimpse  of  sunny  harvest  fields,  and  of  reapers  'mid 
the  com. 

Of  village  belfries  old  and  gray,  of  quiet  sylvan  bowers. 
And  cottage  gardens  neat  and  trim,  and  rich  in  bees 
and  flowers. 


Another  hath  a  louder  note — 'tis  the  bugle's  echoing  blast, 
The  watchfires  blaze,  the  bells  ring  out,  the  troops  are 
gathering  fasti 

The  thunder  of  the  cannonade  and  the  rallying  shout  I  hear. 
And  the  fiery  charge  of  cavalry,  and  the  clash  of  shield 
and  spear. 

I  see  the  lonely  sentinel  as  ho  paceth  to  and  fro, 
I  see  the  leaguered  citadel  hurl  defiance  at  her  foe. 
And  I  feel  the  blood  moimt  to  my  brow,  I  feel  my  heart 
beat  high. 

And  it  bounds  unto  the  stirring  sound  of  the  squadrons 
hurrying  by. 
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And  noWj  it  Is  the  gloomy  nave  of  minster  vast  and  lone. 
With  stalls  and   screen   of   carv<5d  oak,   and    aisks  of 
pillared  stone  ^ 

Apostles  old,  and  martyred  saints^  look  down  from  every 
niche. 

And  Gothic  windowa  lend  the  light  a  colouring  quaint 
and  rich; 

And  amid  the  old  Crusaders*  tombs,  in  reverent  guise 
and  slow. 

With  censers  and  with  cross  of  gold,  the  long  processions  go, 
And  a  thousand  silent  worshippers  kneel  prostrate  on  the 
ground. 

And  the  lamps  are  lit,  and  the  old  walls  rock  to  the 
organ's  pealing  sound. 


Or  a  long  and  stately  avenue  of  elms  and  chesuuts  tall. 
Leads  to  the  hattlemented  porch  of  an  old  historic  hall, 
A  stag  bounds  finom  a  coppice  paved  with   faeath  and 
spreading  fern, 

Where  a  fountain,  with  a  dreamy  sound,  wells  from  its 
hidden  um 

Or  a  ruined  castle,  lonely  now,  time-honoured,  ivy-erowned. 
Repeats  its  tale  of  splendours  past  to  the  listening  oaks 
around. 

Grows  garnaloQs  of  martial  feats,  of  joust  and  gallant  show, 
And  knights  whose  prowess  filled  the  earth  some  thousand 
years  ago  ! 


162 


And  now  it  is  a  long  expanse  of  smooth  and  golden  sands. 
In  the  shadow  of  the  beetling  cliff  the  fisher's  cottage  stands. 
And  in  and  out  the  lines  of  rock  that  guard  the  storm- 
beat  shore, 

The  foaming  waters  glide  and  swell,  and  murmur  evermore. 
Strange  legends  doth  the  ocean  tell,  with  voice  that  never 
tires, 

Filling  perforce  the  longing  soul  with  dreams  and  vague 
desires, — 

Dreams  to  whose  soft  yet  potent  sway  tliat  voice  accordeth 
well — 

Dreams  that  the  young  heart  cherishes,  but  never  cares 
to  tell  1 

And  these  —  ohl  these  have  borne  me  back  to  a  bright 

and  distant  day, 
A  day  of  light  and  love  and  joy  in  a  sweet  home  far 

away. 

And  once  again  a  happy  cliild,  with  spirit  glad  and  free, 
I  revel  in  the  present  hour,  nor  dream  of  what  may  be. 
The  tales  I  heard  in  early  years,  of  ghost  and  mountain 
sprite. 

Or  conned  ofttimes  with  eager  eyes  by  the  fire's  flickering 
light 

The  lessons  that  I  flung  aside,  when  I  darted  forth  to  play 
Mid  the  sunshine  and  the  singing  birds,  through  half  a 
summer's  day, — 


IBs  Soolis. 
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The  book  that  by  the  couch  of  pain  in  after  years  I  read^ 
When  heart  was  faint,  and  eyes  were  dim  with  the  weight 

of  tears  unshed, 
The  verse  breathed  by  some  gentle  voice  whose  earthly 

song  is  o'er. 

The  page  turned  by  a  loving   hand   that  clasps  mine 
nevermore, — 

Ohl  these  are  holy,  holy  things  1  they  fill  my  silent  room 
With  a  host  of  crowded  phantoms  raised  fi-om  Memory's 
lonely  tomb, — 

Phantoms  whose  touch  afirights  me  not,  whose  voice  makes 
no  dismay. 

But  a  longing  wish  to  close  mine  eyes,  and  to  pass  with 
them  awayl 


Beautiful  watchers,  from  twilight  till  dawn. 

Heralding  gladly  the  youiig  smiling  Mom, 

Gems  undimmed  sparkling  through  Night's  ebon  veil, 

Watch-lights  whose  lustre  can  fade  not  nor  fail, 

Types  of  the  sweet  thoughts  that  visit  and  bless 

The  soul  in  her  diu-k  hours  of  doubt  and  distress, 

Oh  I  with  what  raptures  of  love  and  delight 

In  our  long  weary  vigils  we  welcome  your  light! 

What  are  ye?    Kings  throned  in  mansions  of  gold. 

Ruling  the  universe  centuries  old? 

Ensigns  of  glory  and  power  unfurled 

To  daunt  the  shy  glance  of  each  far  prostrate  world? 

LjTes  of  bright  silver,  to  whom  it  is  given 

To  pour  gentle  strains  thro'  the  broad  courts  of  Heaven? 

Chariots  of  fire,  rolled  swiftly  and  loud 

O'er  a  pavement  alternate  of  sunshine  and  cloud? 
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Worlds  moving  gladly  your  orbits  within. 

The  homea  of  bright  races  untainted  by  sin. 

Homes  where  no  shadow  of  e\il,  nor  stain 

Of  sorrow  or  sufleringj  ever  hath  lain? 

Seraphim  such  as  the  Prophet  of  yore 

The  Thi^one  in  the  Temple  saw  hovering  before, 

Witli  crowns  of  bright  glorj^  and  swift  waving  wings. 

To  obey  the  behest  of  the  great  King  of  Kings? 

Glad  was  the  hymn  that,  yom-  courses  among. 

In  the  jubilant  mom  of  Creation  ye  sung; 

Bright  are  tlie  glances  that  ever  since  then 

From  your  thrones  ye  have  cast  upon  frail  erring  men ; 

The  Prophet  hath  welcomed  you  while  in  his  hrain 

The  echo  yet  floated  of  Heaven's  sweet  strain^^ — 

The  Patriarch  kindling  his  altar's  dim  light 

To  commune  with  God  thro'  the  watches  of  night,^ — 

The  hunter  besought  you  his  footsteps  to  guide 

When  he  tracked  his  wUd  prey  in  the  hour  of  his  pride — 

The  conqueror  turned  from  your  beauty  to  greet 

The  world's  jewelled  diadem  kid  at  his  feet — 

Saw  ye  not  the  strong  arm  that  in  silence  afar 

Forged  the  chain  of  the  captive,  tlie  weaf>ons  of  war? 

Heard  ye  not  the  first  lyre  of  silvery  tone 

Whose  faint  earthly  melody  echoed  your  own? 
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And  men  to  your  briglit  liglits  have  given  a  name 
Of  beauty  and  honour,  of  jwwer  and  fame. 
Have  sought  in  your  motions  their  future  to  trace. 
As  if  Earth's  fleeting  histories  could  there  find  a  place  I 
Wliat  man'el  if  turning  from  Faith's  beaten  way. 
The  thoughts  of  their  fond  hearts  have  led  them  astray. 
Till,  dazzled  by  earth-lights  that  wildering  shine. 
They  gazed  on  your  beauty  and  called  you  divine? 

The  soldier  at  watch  on  some  dark  battle  ground. 

With  the  foemen  before  him,  the  camp  fires  around; 

The  sage,  gazing  upwards  to  let  the  breeze  blow 

In  the  cool  holy  night  o'er  his  thought-furrowed  brow; 

The  monk  in  his  vigil  of  sorrow  and  pain — 

The  captive  fast  bound  with  the  cold,  galling  chain; 

The  toil-weary  artisan,  joying  to  share 

A  brief  blessed  respite  from  labour  and  caiv; — 

The  mariner  tossed  on  the  wild  stormy  wave. 

With  no  sweet  voice  to  cheer  him,  no  strong  arm  to  save; 

Or  praying  in  vain  for  the  warm  welcome  light 

Tlu-ough  the  thick  cheerless  gloom  of  the  long  Arctic  night; 

The  traveller,  toiling  for  man  and  for  God 

In  the  wild  distant  lands  where  few  footsteps  have  trod. 

And  pining,  how  often !  mid  danger  and  gloom. 

For  tlie  faces  he  left  in  the  dear  land  of  home; 


^tar-igazing. 
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The  rich  man  at  ease  Ms  proud  palace  within  — 
The  poor  crouching  humbly  his  favours  to  win  | 
The  young  and  the  happy,  for  whom  Life  yet  wears 
A  brow  crowned  with  flowers*  msultted  by  tears; 
The  mourner  who  dwells  amid  thousands  alone  j 
To  sigh  for  a  sweet  voice  whose  music  is  flown. 
To  slirink  fi'om  tlie  future,  to  grieve  o'er  the  past. 
Till  death  bring  the  weary  one  comfort  at  last; 

All  this  have  je  seen  from  your  watch-towers  above, 
Looking  down  on  earth^s  tumult  of  sorrow  and  love, 
Cold,  changeless,  and  calm,  as  the  rocks  at  whose  feet 
With  a  vain  wailing  murmur  the  rough  surges  beat. 
As  the  mountain  that  bends  not  when  tempests  sweep  by, — 
As  the  moon  treading  ever  her  course  through  the  sky. 
Smiling  ye  look  on  our  grief  and  otir  pabi. 
And  ye  hear,  and  ye  give  back  no  answer  again  I 

Ye  give  back  no  axiswer  ?    Oh  I  once  from  afar 
There  shone  at  deep  midnight  a  beautiinl  star, 
And  a  choir  of  sweet  voices  from  heaven  above 
Proclaimed  the  glad  tidings  of  peace  and  of  love. 
To  shepherds  who  tended  their  flocks  on  the  plain  — 
To  sages  who  long  watched  the  planets  in  vain,— 
And  they  cast  all  their  dreams  and  their  labours  aside 
To  foUow  the  course  of  their  glorious  guide. 
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It  passed  by  tlic  palace  of  splendour  and  state 

Where  the  King  and  his  minions  in  dark  conclave  sate, 

It  passed  hy  the  Temple,  the  hallowed  of  old. 

Where  the  High  Priest  alone  walked  in  vestments  of  gold. 

And  it  paused  o'er  a  manger,  mean,  lowly,  and  bare. 

But  the  Lord  of  the  Throne  and  the  Altar  lay  there. 

And  the  wise  men  knelt  down  in  their  meekness,  and  piled 

Rich  gifts  at  the  feet  of  the  heaven-bom  Child. 

The  ploughsliare  hath  passed  o'er  the  Temple  of  God, 
Wliere  the  palace  once  rose,  long  the  heathen  have  trod; 
And  the  proud  sons  of  Judah,  oppressed  and  reviled. 
From  the  fair  land  of  Promise  have  long  been  exiled. 
But  the  glad  tidings  brought  by  the  Angels'  sweet  song 
Through  the  eartli's  farthest  regions  were  wafted  ere  long. 
And  Eartli's  noblest  children,  the  wise  and  the  bold. 
Pray  to  tread  in  the  steps  of  the  Shepherds  of  old. 

The  Star  hath  departed,  no  more  from  on  high 

It  flashes,  a  snnbol  of  hope,  in  the  sky; 

But  ye,  gentle  sister-hood  1  —  still  ye  retain 

Some  rays  of  that  glory,  some  notes  of  that  strain; 

Through  the  long  lapse  of  ages  ye  lovingly  speak 

Of  rest  to  the  weary,  of  strength  to  the  weak. 

Beautiful  Watchers  I  with  love  and  delight 

Through  Life's  long  dreary  vigils  we  welcome  your  light! 

24th  December,  1856. 


^tw  gear's 


With  his  mantle  torn  and  travel-stained,  his  grey  hair 
bound  with  holly. 
The  Old  Year  on  tlie  threshold  stands,  as  one  in  haste 
to  go; 

And  a  thousand  tlioughts  of  bygone  days,  of  joy  and 
melancholy, 

Rise,  flitting  o'er  my  silent  soul,  like  shadows  o'er  the 
snow. 


Sit  down,  sit  down,  departing  Tear  I  let  us  talk  awhile 
together 

Of  the  long  array  of  motley  hours  which  are  now  for 
ever  flown — 

Of  the  shadows  and  the  simshine  —  of  the  bright  and 
stormy  weather  — 
Of  the  laughter  and  the  bitter  tears  —  which  thou  and 
I  have  known. 
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Of  the  warm  bright  summer  tliat  to  me  brought  fear  and 
sorrow  only. 

In  a  sister's  sick-room  watching  for  many  a  heavy 
day,— 

Of  the  hours  that  passed  so  wearily,  so  lagging,  and  so 
lonely, 

When  heavily  upon  my  life  the  cloud  of  darkness 
lay. 

The  dear  books  closed,  the  pleasant  tasks  laid  by  with 
silent  grieving  — 
Some  never  more  to  quiet  hours  to  lend  their  calm 
delight ; 

The  days  and  weeks  that  rolled  away,  no  trace  behind 
them  leaving, 

The  prison  windows  closely  shut   from  each  ray  of 
siumy  light ! 

Nny!  hast  thou  not  some  better  theme  for  such  a  night  as 
this  is? 

Some  merrier  tale  my  heart  to  cheer,  as  the  fire  bums 
dim  and  low? 

Some  retrospect  of   i)leaHant  scenes,  of  happy  dioughtSj 
and  blisses. 

For  whose  dear  sake  my  voice  may  bless  the  Old  Year 
ere  he  go? 


Call    back  a  vision  of  wann   hearts,  bright  stnilea  and 
blooming  faces. 
An  echo  of  the  tones  I  love  in  mj  irunost  aoiil  to 
keep  — 

Flowers  from  fragrant  Paradise  strewn  on  Eart]i*a  moat 
desert,  places, 

Blessings  showered   by  Uie  hand  of  God  on  Life's 
pathway  rough  and  steep. 


Lo¥o  hnshing  Pain's  wild  murmur ings  —  brave  thoughts 
witli  Sorrow  wre^stling  — 
Dreama  that  from  golden  Fairyland  canie  brightening 
all  tJie  air^ — 

And  fond  hopes  in  the  secret  cell  of  my  heart  that  there 
lay  nestling 

Like  birds    among    the   summer   leaves  —  will  they 
dwell  for  ever  there? 


My    heart    to-night    is    heavy,    it    is    full    of  boding 
sadness, 

All  the  pictures  I  have  conjured  up  wear  a  shadow 
dark  and  strange. 
And  the  melodies  Hope  warbles  forth,  rich  bursts  of  love 
and  gladness. 

Sink    to    a   sudden    di^onance   of    weariness  and 
change. 


•7a  liftr  geafB  (tvt 

It    is   not    in    tlie  outer   world,   with    its  ever-yaang 

romances, 

But  deej)  within  my  own  full  heart,  the  change  lies 
there,  I  know; 
It  hath  lost  much  of  its  early  glee,  of  its  bright,  thick- 
crowding  fancies  — 
Is  it  better,  wiser  than  it  was?  —  I  dare  not  deem 
it  sol 


For  Memory  brings  to  light  a  throng  of  words  unkindly 
8I)oken, 

Of  thoughts  which  grovelling  clung  to  earth  when 
they  should  have  soared  on  high. 
Of    lowly    duties    unfulfilled,    of    high    resolves  oil 
broken. 

And   of  solemn   counsel    soon   forgot,   or  wantonly 
thrown  by. 


Oh  I  I(*t  me  wash  them  from  thy  page  with  these  tears  of 
diH^p  emotion! 

Let  mo  write  a  fairer  record  tliere!  —  But  the  prayer, 
I  know,  is  vain; 
The  stream  rolls  onward  silently  to  the  dark  and  distant 
oc(*an. 

And  tlie  hour  tiiat  passes  unredeemed  retumeth  not 
again. 


S>w  gear's  (gue.  173 

When,  with  mantle  torn  and  travel-stained,  his  grey  hair 
bound  with  holly. 
The  Old  Year  from  the  threshold  turns,  as  one  in  haste 
to  go. 

And  a  thousand  thoughts  of  bygone  days,  of  joy  and 
melancholy. 

Rise,  flitting  o'er  my  silent  soul,  like  spectres  o*er  the 
snow  1 

1856. 


launch  of  thi{  "gainran  guntar." 


A  CHEEB  to  (rrcet  the  gallant  ship,  on  this  bright  May 
mom  set  free. 

To  seek  a  new  jwith  o'er  the  waters  wide,  where  her  home 

sliall  hencefortli  be  I 
For  she  beareth  a  name  to  all  endeared,  hj  kindly  word 

and  deed, 

And  a  tliousand  voices  their  tones  will  blend,  to  bid  the 
good  ship  speed. 


Not  to  our  English  shores  alone  doth  the  love  of  that 
name  belong. 

But  far  away  in  tlie  sunny  climes,  where  her  sails  may 

wave  ere  long; 
She  will  gladden  many  a  friendly  heart,  when  she  comes 

o'er  the  salt  sea's  foam. 
Like  the  notes  of  a  melody  wafted  o'er,  from  the  distant 

land  of  Home. 
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Not  like  the  heroes  of  olden  time,  with  banner  and  spear 
slie  goes 

In  the  march  of  triumphant  victory,  o'er  tlie  necks  of  her 
prostrate  foes. 

Bat  strong  and  cahn  on  her  mission  of  peace,  with  words 

of  priceless  worth, 
AnoUier  link  in  the  golden  chain  that  girdles  the  mighty 

earth  I 

And  well  we  know  that,  if  need  should  be,  when  the 

storm  is  raging  high. 
When  the  dai^k  days  come  and  the  winds  are  loud,  and  no 

human  aid  is  mgh, 
A  gallant  band  on  her  deck  shall  stand,  and  nobly  bear 

their  part 

In  the  strength  oft.  tried,  and  the  fearless  faith,  of  the  true 
old  English  heart! 

God's  bli'S^ing  be  with  her,  wherever  she  goes  o'er  the 

waste  of  waters  dark, 
With  her  precious  freight  of  human  lives  —  God  speed 

her,  the  noble  bark  I 
Be  her  wliite  sails  ever  the  messengers  of  joy  and  peace 

And  may  young  and  old  breathe  a  benison  on  Uie  name  of 
the  "Duncan  Dunbar!" 


*l6th  May, 


^  .Seed  teas  6;  tk  §tons  IBnrd  Blnm. 


A  SEED  was  hj  the  iturm  wimi  hluwn 
¥sr  tiryni  hs  parent  liower. 

To  d  vLirk  cwpse.  renn»a;  jzid  lone. 
In  deepest  irest  bower : 

Long  gmsijoi  ciothed  nie  n^ryied  bunk 
When?  weecs  inii  bnuubles  ^rew; 

Ami  5pn?:toiiny:  ttim  jnd  iemi*x*k  rank 
The  5un  kn^ked  ^etiiom  dinjogfL. 

And  there  t?.*r  manv  week*  :c  lay 

III  silence  like  ru  ieiiou 
It  tvlt  the  A-JLninin*>  oaill  -iecuy. 

The  WinterV  iey  bcetich: 
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Till  summer  came  with  changcftil  mood 
Of  sunshine  and  of  shower; 

And  lo !  amid  the  solitude 

There  bloomed  a  fairy  flower! 

A  word  was  breathed  in  converse  sweet, 
A  word  of  hope  and  power 

And  loving  faith  —  an  utterance  meet 
For  Evening's  hallowed  hour; 

It  fell  upon  a  heart  downcast, 

And  racked  witli  doubt  and  pain, 

Unheeded,  as  tlie  drops  that  fast 
Fall  on  the  stormy  main; 

And  through  long  nights  of  dark  imrest 

And  days  of  gloomy  care. 
Sank  deep  into  the  troubled  breast, 
And  woke  fresh  courage  there; 

And,  nourishing  each  thought  sublime, 
When  brighter  days  were  given 

Brought  forth,  in  God's  appointed  time, 
A  harvest  ripe  for  Heaven. 


(Did  Sigcnds* 


The  legends  of  the  olden  time  I  prize  well  each  blotted 

page 

Which  tells  of  human  hopes  and  fears  in  a  simpler, 
holier  age  — 

Of  Saints  who  won  the  green  palm  branch  and  the 

nijirtyr's  robe  of  white  — 
Of  Christian  hearts  tliat  manfully  pressed  forward  towards 

the  light 

And  if  at  times  tliat  light  were  dimmed  by  Error's  misty 
gloom. 

Or  tinted  widi  the  changing   hues  of  Fancy's  gaudy 
plume. 

Still  much  remains  to  bid  us  learn  how  holy,  pure 
and  true 

Were  the  zealous  love,  tlio  fervent  faith,  our  guileless 
fathers  know. 
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Ay!  prize  them  for  the  sake  of  those  to  whom  Uieir 

words  have  givea 
A  comfort,  and  a  peace  of  heart  which  sorely  came  from 

Heaven ; 

Old  monks  have  penned  them  pamfiilly  by  the  taper's 
waning  light; 

They  shed  a  glory  round  the  cell  of  Hie  lonely  Eremite; 
They  stirred  the  souls  of  nagged  men  in  the  Baron's 
feudal  tower, 

When  the  minstrel  sang  tliem  to  his  harp  in  the  qniet 
evening  hour; 

And  noble  hearts  from  them  have  learnt  high  thoughts 

and  valiant  deed^ 
Strength  for  the  battle's  stormy  din,  and  Faith  for  life's 

last  need. 

To  ua^  as  from  a  marble  tombj  with  grave  and  earnest  tone, 
They  speak  of  toils  and  triumphs  wrought  by  natures  like 
our  own; 

And  well    for  m   it  surely  were,  could   we  listen  to 
their  speech. 

And   reverently  with   docOe   hearts  receive   the  words 
they  teach; 

For  eveiry  leaf  and  blade  of  grass  within  the  greenwood 
bowers  J 

And  eveiy  tree  and  every  stream  in  this  bright  world  of  ours. 
As  sjTjibols  of  far  loftier  things  to  our  rapt  gaze  would  shine, 
As  dim  mysterious  echoes  sounds  of  the  Harmony  Divine  I 
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A  tliousand  lessons  should  we  Icam  in  Nature's  quiet  school 
Should  guide  our  wildly  swelling  hearts  with  firm  and  patient 
nile, 

And  when  the  seas  with  human  wrecks  strew  Life's  storm- 
beaten  shore. 

Look  from  them  to  the  silent  stars  and  the  calm  skies 
evennon* ; 

And  the  sorrows  and  the  sufferings  from  wliich  no  life  is  free. 
The  strivings  and  the  {>er!ls  dire,  to  our  pure  souls  should  be 
Like  the  flames  around  the  iron  stake^  whose  red  and  angrj 
glare 

Turned  into  roses  fresh  and  sweet  at  tlio  Cliristian  maiden's 
prayer. 

Our  hearts  are  weak  and  sorrowful ;  we  go  blindly  groping  on 
Lik(»  wanderers  o'er  a  desert  wild  whose  guiding  star  is  gone. 
And  yearning  in  our  weariness  'ncath  our  load  of  care 
and  sin. 

For  something  jx^iceful,  true,  and  deep,  to  fill  the  void  within; 
Till,  like  the  giant  Christoi)her,  in  the  dark  and  lone  midnight 
\Ve  hviiv  the  Child-voice  calling  us,  in  its  sweetness  infinite. 
And,  casting  oil'  the  heavy  shroud  of  doubt  and  pale  despair, 
0(1  ioilli  ujion  the  stonny  waves,  and  find  a  blessing  tliere. 


It  is  recorded  of  the  painter  Lucas,  of  LeydeOj  that  the  day  before  hU  death, 
he  caused  himself  to  l>e  ciLrrLe4i  mto  Mb  garden,  Ihat  he  mighl  lookf  for 
the  la«t  time,  on  the  fmce  of  nature. 


A  LITTLE  closer  to  the  garden  wall. 

With  moss  encrusted  aiid  with  lichens  gray. 

Where  {lie  cool  shadows  of  the  aspens  fall. 

Chequered  witlx  sunbcamsj  on  the  flowery  way, 

I  hear  tlie  yilhige  cliildren  as  they  call 

To  their  young  comrades  in  the  fields  at  play, — 

The  wild  birds  piping  in  the  wooded  dell. 

And  the  far  chiming  of  the  Convent  helL 

How  beAUtiBil  is  Earth!    I  could  not  lie 

From  mom  to  eve  within  the  darkened  roonij 

And  know  tliat  there  was  glory  in  the  sky, 

And  life  on  earth,  and  joyonsnesa,  and  bloom; 

Faintly  and  tenderly  the  breeze's  sigh 

Wafb  o*er  my  cheek  the  rose^s  rich  perfimiei 

Nature  in  all  her  j>omp,  serene  and  mild, 

Smiles  a  last  farewell  to  her  dying  child. 
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Death  to  the  old  man  comes,  with  grateful  balm 
Hushing  tlie  murmurs  of  his  life-long  pain. 

With  the  low  bn^athings  of  a  funeral  psalm 
Cliasing  tlic  phantoms  of  his  heated  brain, — 

An  awful  Presence  I  yet  serene  and  calm. 

Knitting  tlie  links  of  Friendship's  broken  chain  — 

But  I,  —  no  tears  have  dimmed  my  glazing  eye. 

No  grief  Imtli  seared  my  soul,  yet  I  must  die  I 

Oh!  I,  methinks,  would  be  content  to  part 

With  life,  and  all  tliat  makes  life  dear  and  sweety 

My  soul's  rich  dower,  tlie  glorious  world  of  Art 
Where  I  have  wandered  long  with  willing  feet, — 

Could  I  but  whisper  to  my  fainting  heart 

Tliat  the  great  task  of  life  is  now  complete. 

And  to  my  land  l)equeath  with  my  last  breath 

A  niune  whose  glory  shall  not  taste  of  death. 

But  now  —  ah  me!  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  die  when  Hope's  rich  cup  is  mantling  high. 

When  Thought  soars  upward,  as  on  skylark's  wing. 
Through  tlie  blue  regions  of  Immensity. 

No  discord  yet  hath  jarred  the  lute's  sofl  string, 
No  leaden  cloud  obscured  the  noonday  sky. 

And  Love  and  Fame  their  choicest  garlands  shed 

O'er  the  bright  path  that  I  no  more  shall  tread. 
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To  feel  the  clear  glad  waves  of  Fancy  gushing 
From  tlieir  exhaustles3  fountain  pure  and  deep^ — 

To  see  bright  shapes  on  rainbow-pinions  rushing 
Tlirough  the  wide  portals  of  my  liaunted  sleep  — 

To  wake,  ere  mom  in  tlie  gray  east  is  blushing^ 
In  weariness  and  pain, —  and  then  to  weep 

That  the  dim  eye  and  chilly  hand  no  more 

The  soul's  rich  dreams  can  picture,  as  of  yore  I 

This  have  I  felt:  and  Death  itself  were  far 

Less  terrible  than  agonies  like  tliese; 
In  the  glad  mom^  beneath  Eve's  pensive  staxj 

Oft  have  I  prayed  the  bitter  strife  might  cease; 
And  yesternight  sweet  visions  from  afar. 

Angelic  voices  whispered  words  of  peace; 
And  now  my  spirit,  through  the  golden  air. 
Surveys  the  heaven,  and  feels  her  home  is  there! 

There,  with  the  good  and  great  of  olden  time. 

Sceptred  and  crowned,  a  bright  and  joyfiil  throng — 

There,  with  the  martyr'd  saints  of  every  clime 
Whose  tiinefiil  voices  swell  the  angelic  song,— 

And  the  Madonna,  throned  in  pomp  sublime, 
For  ever  smiling  and  for  ever  young, — 

Mild,  beautiful,  as  when  her  sort  glance  tell 

On  the  rapt  Painter  in  his  cloistered  cell  I 
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And  yet.  Earth's  spell  is  on  me  I  as  I  gaze 

On  the  bright,  glowing  world  whence  I  depart  — 

The  quiet  nooks,  the  green  and  pleasant  ways. 
The  peaceful  home,  so  dear  unto  my  heart  — 

Oh!  linger  yet  awhile  —  the  sun  delays 

His  westward  course  —  and  if  the  warm  tears  start, 

Nayl  chide  me  not,  sweet  friends!  ye  cannot  know 

The  spirit's  strife,  that  longs,  yet  fears  to  go! 

Soon  o'er  my  head  the  churchyard  grass  shall  wave. 
And  the  wee  birds  imconscious  requiems  sing. 

And  the  wild  flowers  above  my  early  grave 

Shed  their  young  sweetness  in  the  joyous  Spring, 

Ye  whose  kind  looks  and  gentle  thoughts  I  crave. 
Thither  sometimes  your  fond  remembrance  bring. 

Kneel  by  that  tomb,  and  breathe  a  loving  prayer 

For  him,  the  early-called,  who  sleeps  in  silence  there! 


§tM-wiiitk 


The  Finlanders  imagine  that  when  a  person  is  dangerously  ill,  the  dead  are 
calling  him  to  join  them;  all  the  sick  man*s  friends  assemble  round  him, 
and  entreat  him  to  remain  among  them.  Should  he  reooyer,  it  is  owing 
entirely  to  their  entreaties;  if  he  die,  it  is  because  the  voices  of  the  dead 
prevaiL 


Oh,  weary,  weary  watching! 

There  is  sorrow  on  the  sea, 
The  wail  of  anguish  blending 

With  sweetest  minstrelsy; 
Around  a  lowly  death-bed. 

With  sob  and  chanted  prayer, 
Pale  mourners  strive  to  waken 

The  silent  sleeper  there. 

"  O  Friend  1 "  they  cry,  "  O  Brother  1 

In  the  happy  days  of  yore 
Thou  hast  joyed  to  hear  our  voices, — 

Wilt  thou  heed  them  nevermore? 
Thou  hast  shared  our  toils  and  dangers 

On  die  wild  and  howling  sea, — 
When  our  bark  flies  o'er  the  billow 

Must  we  look  in  vain  for  thee? 
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''Tiioii  hast  trod  with  us  the  pathway 

OVr  the  inount«iinV  snowy  brow, 
Thnii  liast  tracked  with  us  tlie  quarry 

'Neath  tlie  dark  piiie^s  rustling  bough; 
Wy  all  the  love  and  gladness 

That  eheereil  our  lonely  lot, — 
l\y  the  tears  we  all  liuve  mingled, 

O  Bnitherl  leave  us  not 

"  By  the  beauty  and  the  splendour 

Of  the  loii^,  lonj^  Arctic  night, 
When  all  round  the  billowy  snow-driftn 

Lie  spwtnil  eold  and  white, 
And  the  stai-s  shine  forth  in  glory 

Like  beacon-fires  on  high, 
And  the  arrowy  Northern  streamers 

Oo  flashing  through  the  sky; — 

*'  Hy  the  frank  and  eortlial  greetings. 

And  tlie  sound  of  household  mirtli. 
And  the  gay  light-hearted  meetings 

Around  the  blazing  hearth. 
The  child's  soft  hand  caressing, 

The  matron's  placid  brow, 
The  old  man's  whisj>ered  blessing. — 

Oh,  do  not  leave  us  now  I " 


What  stirs  the  pallid  sleeper? 

Will  he  smile  on  us  again? 
No!  a  music  richer,  deeper. 

Is  floating  through  his  brain ; 
Voices  of  sweetness  breathing 

Of  another,  holier  sphere, — 
White  wings  around  him  rustling 

Which  none  but  he  can  hear; — 

And  he  sees  them  in  their  beauty, 

The  loved,  the  early  dead, 
Robes  of  brightness,  crowns  of  glory 

Upon  each  sainted  head. 
What  sing  they?    Ah,  what  sing  they, 

The  freed  from  pain  and  sin, 
Of  the  fair,  the  many  mansions 

Where  sorrow  comes  not  in? 

Homes,  whose  sweet  music  dies  not 

In  a  dull  funereal  knell, — 
Lips,  that  in  anguish  breathe  not 

Life's  saddest  word,  Farewell! — 
Eyes,  whose  long  silken  lashes 

With  tears  are  never  wet, — 
Brows,  that  no  more  are  clouded 

With  shades  of  fond  regret, — 


188 


Wht  Sfath-tpatrh. 


Hearts,  whose  quick  warm  impulses 

By  no  harsh  words  are  chilled, 
Whose  days  of  toil  are  ended. 

Whose  dreams  of  rest  fulfilled, — 
Hopes,  tliat  can  never  languish, — 

Old  friendships  knit  anew, — 
And  love,  serener,  purer. 

Than  ever  childliood  knewl 

Wliat  marvel,  if  that  story 

Lent  his  cheek  a  moment's  glow — 
If  a  ray  of  Heaven's  glory 

Stole  o'er  his  cold  white  brow — 
Till  tlie  mourners,  wistful  gazing 

On  each  sign  of  fear  and  pain, 
Ceased  awhile  their  dreary  moaning. 

And  dared  to  hope  again? 

There  came  a  golden  sunbeam 

Through  the  partly  opened  door  — 
A  shadow  of  the  glory 

Those  young  immortals  wore; 
Or  did  the  new-bom  Angel, 

Ere  he  rose  upon  the  wind. 
Shed  one  smile  of  love  and  blessing 

On  the  dear  ones  lefl  behind? 


A  wail  is  on  the  ocean, 

A  voice  of  fear  and  woe, 
Death  within  a  hnman  dwelling 

Hatli  laid  a  loved  head  low; — 
And  the  sailor  checks  his  carol 

Where  the  flashing  billows  roll. 
And  breathes  a  prayer  for  mercy 

To  the  swiftly  passing  soul. 

The  loved  one  hath  departed 

From  the  home  that  once  was  his 
Oh!  foolish  and  faint-hearted 

To  murmur  at  his  bliss — 
To  dream  that  earthly  voices. 

Though  love  were  in  the  strain. 
Could  lure  a  new  freed  spirit 

To  its  prison-house  again  I 
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The  child  came  home  in  the  twilight  grey 

From  the  forest  old  and  hoar, 
And  he  laid  the  spoils  of  each  rifled  bower, 
Twig  and  leaflet,  and  st;irry  flower, 

The  Master's  desk  before; 
And  a  flnsli  of  joy  like  a  sudden  flame 
To  the  high  pale  brow  of  the  Watcher  came; 
For  amid  the  blossoms,  so  faint  and  fair. 
The  dream  of  his  earnest  thought  lay  there — 
A  small  white  flower,  whose  delicate  bells, 
Uich  in  tlieir  dower  of  secret  s][>ells, 
Could  sway  the  tribes  of  the  Genii  more 
Tlian  the  thickest  volume  of  wizard  lore; — 
Many  an  hour  in  toil  and  pain 
Had  he  sought  for  tliat  charmed  flower  in  vain. 
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"  Well  hast  thau  wroiight  in  tlie  woods  to-daj  I " 

The  Master  said  and  amileA 
"  For  the  rich  harvest  thati'st  gleaned  for  me, 
Tlie  thing  that  thou  lovest  the  best  shall  be 

Thj  giierdom,  thou  little  child ! " 
And  the  boy  looked  tip  with  his  wondering  eyeB, 

To  the  Lord  of  Uie  muttered  spell  — 
**Ever  and  aye,  to  mj  dying  day, 

Let  me  see  where  the  Fairies  dwell!" 
Then  he  read  ftom  the  volume  a  m\^tic  line, 
And  he  eigued  Ijis  brow  with  a  mighty  sign, 
And  bade  that  thenceforward  all  earth  and  sky 
Should  be  revealed  to  his  wondering  eye, 
That  liis  free  and  shacUeless  soul  might  brook 
On  the  secret  of  Nature  unJiarmed  to  look. 


And  he  saw,  when  the  green  soft  earth  was  bathed 

In  the  glow  of  the  wakeuiug  mom. 
The  Fairi£*s  dipping  their  golden  curls 
In  tlie  dew-drops  tliat  hung  like  clustering  pearls 

From  the  boughs  of  the  dripping  thoni. 
He  found  them  asleep  in  tlie  noontide  heat 

On  the  moss  of  the  coolest  dellj 
Or  listening  to  songs  of  the  traveller  bee. 
Or  to  legend  of  wood-charm  mid  grmnarje 

That  the  fern  and  the  foxglove  tell ; 
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Holding  Hgh  reyela  on  summer  nights 

Bj  die  light  of  the  glowworm's  lamp, 
With  a  large  dock-leaf  for  their  palace  roof. 
And  a  network  of  grasses,  whose  fragrant  woof 
From  the  smooth  green  carpet  kept  far  aloof 

The  wind  and  the  chilly  damp- 
He  saw  all  the  merry  life  they  lead^ 

And  tlieir  home  in  tlie  harebell  blue. 
Or  the  bright  red  poppy  amid  the  com. 
That  looks  on  its  neighbour  with  eye  of  acorn j 
And  the  pale  wild  rose,  and  the  eglantine 
Binding  the  shrubs  with  its  fragrant  twine. 
And  the  cowslip  meek,  and  the  violet  hid 
Bashful  and  fuir  the  wild  weeds  amid. 
And  all  the  proud  flowers  bright  and  rarSj 
That  make  the  gardens  of  men  so  fair. 

And  e^en  'neatli  the  churchyard  yew ; — 
Floating  away  on  a  summer's  day 

On  the  hntterfly*s  crimson  wing; — - 
With  silvery  laughter  and  loud  halloo 
Launcliing  their  tremulous  leaf-canoe 

On  the  waves  of  tlie  limpid  spring; — 
Hiding  close  from  tlie  wintry  blast 

In  the  cleflbs  of  tlie  tall  oak's  stem, 
Wlien  the  snow  falls  fast  on  the  hard  cold  ground. 
And  the  slender  grass  and  the  trees  are  crowned 

With  a  frost-work  diadem; 
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Or  nestling  in  crowds  in  Uie  warm  bright  room 

Whei*e  the  choerj'  home-fires  glow. 
And  i>eeping  with  fiu*es  of  arch  delight 
At  the  games  tiiat  are  played  on  the  merry  Yule  night 

Under  tlie  mistletoe. 

And  so  in  a  sinless  and  beautiful  world 

He  lived  on,  in  heiu-t  a  diild ; 
And  whenever  a  youth  or  a  maiden  fair, 
Witli  her  loving  eyes  and  her  soft  brown  hair. 
And  brow  unclouded  by  pain  or  carcj 

Passed  by  liim*  lie  gently  smiled  j — 
But  if  they  told  Mm  of  woe  and  wrong. 
Of  the  weak  borne  down  by  the  proud  and  strong, 
Wbile  the  faces  of  men  grew  pale  as  death, 
And  wild  woixLs  were  sp^:)ken  with  labouring  breath. 
And  the  fierce  strife  I'aged^  and  the  hearts  deep  cry 
Was  for  vengeance  and  not  for  victory, — 
No  burning  blush  o'er  lus  forehead  passed, 

From  his  lips  no  harsh  word  fell  t 
But  "  Ala5  I "  he  said,  "  for  each  erring  one 
Who  heareth  not  Nature's  unfaltering  tone. 
Nor  learns,  in  his  brother's  heart  and  his  own. 

To  see  where  tlie  Fairies  dwell  I" 


(iRET  old  churchy  so  still  and  stately. 

Looking  o'er  the  tossing  sea; 
Many  arc  the  tlioughts  and  holy 

Whicli  have  knit  my  soul  to  thee. 

Thoughts  of  grief  and  thoughts  of  gladness. 
Thoughts  that  to  my  heart  are  dear; 

Days  of  trial  and  of  sadness. 

Weary  doubt  and  fainting  fear; 

Till,  the  inward  struggle  ended. 

Sank  the  waves  at  Heaven's  contnjl. 

And  the  jwace  of  God  descended 
Dew-like  on  my  parcli&d  soul. 

Many  joys  like  fairest  flowers 

In  my  life's  full  sheaf  are  bound : 

None  more  dear  than  tliose  calm  hours 
That  witliin  thy  walls  I  found ; 


Than  that  tranquil  summer  even 

When  the  air  was  breathing  balm, 

And  the  green  earth  and  the  heaven 
Communed  in  a  Sabbath  calm ; 

When  the  sunset  red  and  golden 

Through  the  western  windows  came, 

Lighting  arch  and  chancel  olden 
With  its  glow  of  purpling  flame; 

And  the  voice  whose  words  of  blessing 
Cheered  my  heart  in  days  of  yore, 

Spake  of  peace  and  hope  undying 

From  the  Sacred  Book  once  more — 

Spake  of  griefs,  in  mercy  given. 

Back  an  erring  soul  to  win — 
Saints,  who  fearless  marched  towards  Heaven 

Through  the  armfed  bands  of  sin. 

All  the  balm  that  Life's  deep  sorrow 

Craves  through  its  long  night  of  gloom ; 

All  the  hope  that  gilds  the  morrow 
Dawning  o'er  the  dreaded  tomb; 
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Royal  Diivid,  wildly  weeping 
OVr  his  loved,  relx;llious  son; 

IVter  luinil»led,  pjirdoned,  kneeling 
To  the  High  an<l  Holy  One; 

Thrilled  my  heart  as  to  the  music 
Of  a  ghid  trium])}ial  strain — 

Oh,  the  tears  that  rtowe<l  unhidden 
Spake  not  then  of  grief  or  pain  ! 

Neveniiore,  in  danger's  hour, 

Will  I  <loul)t  His  care  divine; 

Nevermore  let  sudden  shower 

(31oud  this  favoured  life  of  mine ! 

rejic(»,  O  troubled  lieart  and  hasty! 

Kestless  cpiestionings,  be  dumb! 
Can  the  love  which  thus  hath  blessed  me 

Fidl  me  in  the  years  to  come? 


It  were  a  sin  to  slumber  when  the  night. 

The  deep  blue  autumn  night,  puts  on  her  rohe 

Of  dim  mysterious  beauty  j  —  one  bright  star 

Gems  her  meek  forehead  as  she  paceth  on 

August  and  fair,  unfolding  all  the  while 

A  gorgeous  pagesmtrj'  of  snow-wrcathed  fells, 

Palace  and  porch,  mountain  and  shallow  mere. 

All  imaged  in  a  m^isa  of  floating  cloud  ! 

Aud  now  the  Moon  looks  down  on  the  broad  sea 

Of  small  waves  tapped  with  foam  —  on  the  calm  earth, 

Tlio  shadowy  outline  of  the  ghost-like  trees, 

And  the  long  grasses  steeped  in  silvery  dew. 

Oh,  Moon  beloved  I  thy  presence  in  my  heart 

Swells  the  full  tide  of  dear  remembrances, 

Joy-giving  fancies,  high  and  holy  love. 

Whose  summer  glory,  when  my  thoughts  go  forth. 

For  the  dim  Future's  misty  regions  bound, 

Freighted  with  memories  of  departed  days, 

Doth  light  each  tapering  spar  aiid  outspread  sail, 
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And  waft  them  onward  o'er  a  golden  track. 
Till  tliey  cast  anchor  at  the  feet  of  God. 
Thence  I  with  calm  and  passionless  gaze  look  back 
On  the  deep  fiirrows  of  this  troublous  life, 
And  learn  how  often,  when  I  fearfiil  grew, 
Fainting  beneath  the  load  of  little  cares, 
And  wept  and  raurmui^ed,  from  the  passing  cloud 
God's  angels  o'er  me  bent  with  eyes  of  love^ 
As  when  of  yore  across  the  desert  waste 
Tlie  sons  of  Jacob  toiled,  and  oft  rebelled. 
And  doubted  oft,  and  sank  upon  the  plain 
Wearied  and  sore  athirst  —  until  the  Rock 
Was  smitten  by  the  Prophet,  &om  its  side 
Leaped  the  glad  waters,  and  the  people  lived  — 
So  do  our  spirits  thread  their  own  dark  ways,- 
Wlldored  and  faint,  and  weak  and  hard-bested, 
Till  sorrow  comes^  and  with  her  gentle  hand 
Smites  the  cold  heart,  and  calls  the  waters  forth. 
And  clothes  the  desert  with  the  springing  green 
Of  com,  whose  harvest  shall  be  stored  in  heaven ! 
— I  thank  Thee,  O  my  Godl  with  my  whole  heart 
I  thank  Thee  for  past  sorrow !    It  is  well 
That  the  deep  current  of  our  lives  should  flow 
^eath  briUiant  skies,  and  gnarled  and  knotted  boughs. 
Alternate  gloom  and  glory  I    There  are  flowers 
Which  bloom  not  till  the  heart  hath  stricken  been, 
And  watered  well  with  showers  of  soft  tears* 
FoLKRBTOKKi  Btk  September,  1S57. 


MotU. 


Akd  how  shall  we  hymn  the  praise  aright  of  this  brave 

old  world  of  ours. 
With  her  diadem  of  the  winter  snow,  and  her  robe  of  the 

sommer  flowers? 
A  queen  on  her  emerald  throne  she  sits,  with  pomp  and 

splendour  near. 
But  ever  she  bends  with  a  mother's  smile  to  gladden  her 

children  here. 


Tifl  a  fiury  world  to  the  child  whose  heart  is  a  fountain  of 

love  and  truth, — 
A  field  where  hard  battles  are  fought  and  won  by  the 

daring  soul  of  youth, — 
A  harvest  ground  with  its  rich  ripe  sheaves  for  manhood 

calm  and  sage, — 
An  altar,  whence  white-robed  angels  come,  to  hallow  the 

dreams  of  age. 
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(Dur  Morli. 


It  liiith  gladness  and  life  for  the  morning  hour,  when  the 

skies  with  crimson  glow, 
And  the  dew  falls  fast  from  tlie  swaj-ing  trees  on  the 

fragrant  sod  below  ;  — 
It  hath  silence  and  rest,  when  the  deep  blue  sky  with 

thousand  stars  is  bright. 
And  the  glowworm  twinkles,  an  earth-bom  star,  through 

the  misty  glades  at  night; 

For  the  Poet,  a  bank  where  the  wild  flowers  blow,  and  the 

trailing  bindweed  drops, 
And  the  leathery  fern  holds  regal  state  in  the  shade  of  the 

(juiet  copse; 

(Jlimpses  of  simshine  and  beautiful  things,  voices  of  way- 
side streams, 

Milking  sweet  music  for  all  wlio  love  to  stray  tlurough  tlie 
world  of  dreams; 

Cities  with  busy  and  populous  marts,  voices  of  loud  ac- 
claim. 

For  those  wlio  barter  their  life's  best  hours  for  the  guerdon 

of  wealth  or  fame; 
And  antique  fanes,  in  whose  lengthening  aisles  the  organ 

I>ealeth  high. 

And  the  banners  wave  o'er  the  sculptured  sleep  of  the 
great  ones  of  days  gone  by. 


#»(  moM.  201 

Pieturea  of  purple  and  silvery  clouds  for  the  eye  that 

driuka  beauty  up. 
As  the  wild  bee  drinketh  the  honey-dew  from  the  depth 

of  the  rose's  cup  ; 
And  holy  slirines  for  the  heart  whose  strings  to  the  touch 

of  Grief  respond. 
And  a  quiet  grave  for  the  weary  head^  and  a  hope  for  the 

world  beyond  I 


There^s  not  a  rain-drop  that  plashing  falls  from  the  gloom 

of  the  thunder-K^loud, 
But  freshens  tlie  stems  of  the  parching  flowers  by  the 

sultry  noontide  bowed ; 
There's  not  a  dwelling  of  pain  and  woe,  but  Heaven's 

bright  ajigels  move 
Through  the  home  so  dark  and  so  desolate,  on  their  nuBsion 

of  hope  and  of  love, 

O  World  I  to  each  one  who  pauseth  to  he^r,  singing  the 

same  sweet  tone 
Of  love  to  gladden  our  brother's  hearty  to  soften  and  soothe 

our  own — 

Shame  be  to  liim  who  kneeleth  not,  in  the  prime  of  his 

youthful  i>owers. 
To  bless  the  God  who  hath  placed  him  here,  in  tliis  dear 

old  world  of  ours ! 


SUhn  (falling  S^tni 


A  GUAKDIAN  Angel  unto  us  is  given 

In  the  first  dawning  of  our  mortal  birth, 

A  faithful  friend,  to  keep  our  names  in  heaven. 
And  track  the  windings  of  our  path  on  earth ; 

And,  when  our  last  night  comes,  the  bright  Immortal 
With  star-crowned  forehead,  through  the  azure  dome 

Descends,  to  enter  at  the  narrow  portal 

And  the  dim  chambers  of  our  saddened  home. 

We  see  him  not, — Earth-shadows,  thick  entwining. 
Veil  from  our  gaze  the  glorious  lights  afar; 

Only  at  times,  amid  the  heaven's  faint  shining. 
We  trace  the  swift  gleam  of  a  Falling  Star; 
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And  then  we  hear  a  voice  within  ub,  telling 

How  the  dear  hope  of  some  poor  heart  lies  low, 

How  a  soul  leaves  its  old  familiar  dwelling 
For  the  far  country  where  we  all  must  go* 

The  Angel  comesj  —  our  ejes,  with  sorrow  clouded. 
See  not  his  beaufy,  yet  we  hush  our  breath; 

In  tlie  dark  room  where  Pain  and  Fear  sit  shrouded, 
We  feel  his  presence,  and  we  call  liim  Deatli  I 

He  sitteth  down  heside  his  suffering  brother. 
Lavs  his  cool  fingers  on  his  throhhing  brow, 

WliisperSj  "  Awake  I  — and  thej  go  forth  togetlier. 
Departing — whither? — Ah*  what  heart  can  know? 

Only  the  Spirit  knows,  whose  new-fireed  pinion 
Then  o'er  the  chilling  mists  of  earth  doth  soaTj 

In  the  far  light  of  God's  serene  dominion, 
Loving  and  loved,  to  rest  for  evermore  I 


My  soul  was  darkened  with  a  cloud  of  fear. 
Wrapped  in  a  tangled  web  of  many  thoughts, 
Elute  and  buoyant,  soaring  now  on  high. 
Now  fulling  back,  with  broken  wings,  to  earth; 
And  sadly  questioning,  Why  in  our  souls 
Are  strong  affections  kindled,  for  themselves 
Seeking  in  vain  some  sure  abiding  place — 
Proud  aspirations,  tempting  us  to  rise 
Above  the  narrow  sphere  of  human  thought. 
Dooming  us  ever  to  a  life  of  toil — 
Hard,  fruitless  toil — ^and  many  a  sore  defeat. 
Till  Death  o'ertake  us,  with  the  goal  unwon. 
And  wliat  beyond — ah  I  what  beyond  tlie  tomb? 
Is  there  no  new  earth  where  our  tlioughts  may  rise 
Unchecked,  unfettered,  hovering  o'er  the  deep. 
Like  Noah's  raven,  and  return  no  more? — 
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No  school  where  we  may  reverently  sit 

At  our  gn^t  Teacher's  footstool,  drinking  in 

Rich  draughts  of  loving  lore,  and  upwai'd  look, 

Nor  feel  our  foreheads  crimson  with  the  shame 

Of  our  weak  nature^  and  our  failing  strength? — 

Where  the  glad  hours  of  each  resplendent  day 

Are  marked  by  gems  from  Thought's  decp-delvM  mine; 

Where  feet  unwearied  climb  the  steep  ascent 

Of  Wisdom's  hill,  and  evermore  rejoice 

In  near  approaches  to  tlie  Fount  of  Light? 

For  strange  and  sorrowful  our  earthly  doom  I 
Prisoners  are  we,  within  a  narrow  cell 
Immured,  and  girdled  with  an  iron  chaiii, 
'Gainst  the  cold  bars  our  m^eary  heads  we  lean 
And  look  forth  on  the  glorious  world  beyond, — 
Garden  and  grassy  slope,  and  village  spire, 
The  bold  bluff  outline  of  the  giant  hiU, 
And  the  far  glory  of  the  crowning  woods, — 
And  trend  in  tlxought,  with  footstep  lithe  and  finee. 
The  mountain  patli,  and  let  the  scented  aur 
With  its  cool  fipeshness  fan  our  throbbing  brows  j 
And  wander  slowly,  where  the  sun's  bright  beam 
Comes  glbting  through  the  closely-woven  leaves 
Ou  the  smooth-rounded  stem  of  stately  beech. 
Or  hoary  oak,  with  greenest  ivy  decked — 
The  wild  bee  hovers  oV  the  tiny  flowers. 
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Nestling  amid  the  green  and  dewy  moss. 

And  tlie  blue  dragon-fly  on  gauzy  wings 

Skims  o'er  tlie  surface  of  the  little  brook 

That  singcth  evermore  its  song  of  joy — 

Then  conies  a  dull  strange  sound  —  the  measured  tread 

Of  some  poor  captive  in  his  lonely  cell. 

And  our  bright  vision  fadeth  in  a  mist 

Of  frozen  tears,  and  we  would  give  our  all 

Of  ]\o\}Q,  of  life,  to  be  for  one  short  hour 

The  frailest  thing  that  treads  its  mother  earth. 

The  meanest  bird  that  bathes  her  plumage  sleek 

'Mid  the  wild  flowerets  by  the  river's  brim. 

Oh !  for  one  hour  of  freedom !  one  long  draught 

Of  the  pure  mountain  air  I  one  hope  of  peace  1 

We  sigh,  oh,  wearily !  and  all  in  vain. 

The  strong  chain  binds  us,  struggle  as  we  will. 

We  build  ourselves  a  noble  fane,  rejoice 
In  the  dim  glories  of  tlie  shadowy  aisles. 
Bid  the  light  arch  fr^m  slender  colimms  spring; 
And  statued  niche,  and  roof,  and  massive  wall. 
Corbel  and  cusp,  all  teem  with  sculptured  thoughts. 
Fair  as  young  Fancy's  swiftly-woven  dream. 
Deep  as  the  yearnings  of  our  beating  hearts; 
And  as  we  build  we  say,  ^^The  sun  shall  come 
Kindling  our  toil  wiili  his  rejoicing  beams. 
When  we  are  laid  within  our  silent  home; 


jp:g  ^oul  wu$  Sarhcn^d. 
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Our  children  too  sliall  come,  and  in  our  works 

Read  the  great  thoughts  which  filled  their  father's  braiu^ 

And  learn  of  us  how  they  with  patient  care 

May  rear  their  own  proud  structures  nigh  to  heaven ! " 

And^  while  we  speakj  the  storm-wind  howls  aloud. 

The  firm  earth  heaves  beneath  our  very  tread. 

And  round  us,  mingled  in  a  mass  confused 

Of  wreck  and  ruin,  lies  our  life -long  toil  I 

And  days  roll  on,  blanks  wearj%  hopeless  days; 

The  knotted  grass  around  the  fallen  shafls 

Twine  til  its  serpent-folclsj  and  greeo  and  damp 

Unsightly  stains  defile  the  marble  fair; 

The  fern-leaf  nods  above  the  tottering  arch. 

And  the  wild  ivy  with  her  delicate  sprays 

Doth  bridge  the  chasms  of  the  rifted  walls ; 

Nature,  in  all  her  ripe  luxuriant  beauty, 

Mocketh  our  idle  grief  j  and  sick  at  heart 

We  lie  down  in  the  dust, — our  hopes  all  crushed. 

Our  fairy  fancies  shorn  of  all  their  grace, 

Oui"  revy  heai'ts  benumbed :  nor  busy  hand 

Nor  resolute  will,  discrowned  and  fettered  now. 

Shall  bid  the  shattered  temple  rise  anew  1 

We  make  ourselves  an  idol  —  deep  within 
Oiu*  secret  souls  we  raise  the  gorgeous  shrine. 
And  lavishly  we  pour  our  wealtli  of  tliought, 
All  the  rich  harvest  we  from  life  have  gleaned^ 
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All  the  ripe  fruitage  and  the  golden  boughs 

From  the  fidr  Eden  of  our  phantisj, 

Joy,  Love,  and  Hope — ^ay.  Life  itself — we  give 

In  blind  heart-worship;  and  we  crave  no  bliss 

But  evermoi-e  to  look  upon  its  facej, 

Bask  in  its  smiley  and  steep  our  drowsy  sense 

In  the  sweet  music  of  its  lulling  voice ; 

And  gladly,  fearlessly,  would  lay  us  down 

To  die  before  its  tlu'one*  so  we  might  win 

Tlie  meed  of  one  kind  word,  one  pitying  smile. 

Anon  we  build  a  fair  and  goodly  ship 

And  lay  therein  our  idol,  on  the  deck 

Heaping  a  costly  pile  of  sacrifice, 

And  high  o*er  all  a  golden  censer,  filled 

With  frankincense  and  myrrh  and  fra^ant  gums. 

Lit  with  the  fire  of  our  own  burning  hearts ; 

And  fondly  dream  of  calm  and  sunny  seas 

Where  we  may  float  for  ever  in  our  joy. 

And  fear  no  storm,  and  brook  no  earthly  thing 

To  tempt  one  stray  thought  from  our  treasured  love. 

The  small  white  waves  that  play  around  the  keel. 

Singing  like  children  in  their  rosy  mirth. 

Unnoticed  part  it  from  ns ;  when  in  haste 

Forward  we  spring,  like  giants  in  their  wrath 

They  hurl  us^  baffled,  wounded,  back  to  land; — 

And  slowly,  slowly,  ever  out  to  sea 

Drifts  our  lost  treasure ;  in  our  speechless  woe 

Witli  claspM  hands  and  straining  eyes  we  stand. 
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And  see — <A  misery !  —  the  fimgrant  flame 

Onr  focdkh  beans  had  kindled  sIowIt  creep 

O'er  all  our  precioos  things  as  creeps  the  hand 

Of  loTing  in£uit  o*er  its  mothers  cheek; 

Then  round  the  cordage  twine,  and  fiercely  wave 

Its  crimaoo  banner  in  the  fiure  of  heavCT, 

Calling  on  all  to  watch  the  burning  skiff, — 

The  fnneral  skiff  of  our  all-wasted  lives! 

Then  CTTiVfng  gradual,  till  a  broad  red  star 

With  angry  lustre  frights  the  twilight  grey. 

And  fiiinter,  duller  grows,  till  swallowed  quite 

Bt  the  night  shadows  and  the  howling  deep; 

And  we  remain  —  alone!  and  at  our  feet. 

Broken  and  charred  and  wrapped  in  loathly  weeds. 

The  eblnng  waves  in  cold  derision  cast 

But  blackened  fragments  on  the  wreck-strewn  shore! 


He  came  in  all  humility,  to  tread 

The  rocky  path  of  poverty  and  shame; 

Fierce  beat  the  storm  on  His  defenceless  head. 

And  scorn  and  insult  mocked  His  fainting  frame. 

lie  came  in  mercy;  loving  deeds  he  wrought 
To  save  the  erring  in  their  utter  need, — 

Sight  to  the  blind,  healtli  to  tJie  weak  He  brought. 
And  hope  and  comfort  to  the  bruisM  reed. 

He  came  in  wisdom,  from  His  bright  abode 
Pouring  rich  gifts  alike  on  old  and  young; 

Deep  solemn  truth,  and  holiest  coimsel,  flowed 
In  sweet  persuasive  accents  from  His  tongue. 
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He  came  in  power,  to  save  His  chosen  race 
From  the  dark  sorrow  of  their  early  doom. 

To  guide  them  gently  to  their  native  place. 
To  burst  the  fetters  of  the  dreaded  tomb. 


And  He  shall  come  in  glory,  robed  and  crowned. 
To  pass  His  sentence  on  the  tribes  of  men. 

When  the  rocks  rend,  and  quake  the  hills  around. 
Judge  of  the  world !  oh,  hear  us,  help  us  then  I 


ih^  ^ottt  whn  on  the  ^erge  of  h^r 


The  soul,  when  on  the  verge  of  her  new  being, 

Puts  off'  her  jirimal  vestiture  of  snow. 
And  craves  of  One  All-jHiwerful,  All-seeing, 

Sonic  light  to  guide  her  thro'  the  wilds  below ; 
And  God  repHetli,  "  Be  it  thine,  unshaken. 

The  stated  round  of  duty  to  fulfil ; 
In  the  far  worhl,  exiled  but  not  forsaken. 

To  learn  My  puriK)se,  and  to  work  My  will!" 


And  so,  to  earth  we  come;  dim  recollections 

Of  love  and  gladness  haunt  our  dawning  sense. 
Imperfect  truths  and  indistinct  reflections 

Moulding  our  hearts,  with  strange  sweet  influence; 
And  oftentimes  we  try,  with  timid  fingers. 

To  stay  tlie  thoughts  that  flit  on  rapid  wings, — 
To  catch  the  wondrous  melody  that  lingers. 

Echo  of  heaven,  among  our  heart's  deep  strings. 
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Some  few  there  are,  thrice  blcfisetl  ones !  who  iiuinlKT 

Their  bappj  days  by  good  achieved  und  woit, — 
Who,  when  the  balmy  night  falls,  sweetly  sluiidjer,^ — 

WTio  greet  with  hopeful  gaze  the  luorrow'a  mm. 
To  them  the  glowing  sky,  tho  dripping  showers, 

As  messengers  of  love  and  hope  aro  given; 
Tlieir  toiU,  their  tljoughts,  like  wreatlis  of  trailing  floweri 

Roand  Life's  wldte  columns,  reach  woU-nigh  to  hoaven. 

But  wOj  the  terapest-tossed,  perplexed,  and  turning 

In  one  dull  lahyrintb  of  sound  and  strifcj 
Oh  !  who  shall  aid  our  spiritfi,  ever  yearning 

To  solve  the  mighty  mysteries  of  life? 
Oh  I  who  shall  give  us  what  we  need — tlie  power 

To  curb  the  restless  thoughtJi  within  m  nnrstt 
To  qntmch  our  thirsty  tho*  but  for  one  brief  liour, 

Where  from  deep  urns  the  founts  of  Knowledge  bur»t  ? 

SiiQiig  must  the  fiutli  be,  m  oar  brea^l  implaiited, 

Tfamn^  this  rmt  wOdemeii  to  1^  m  right; 
Strong  tlia  resolTe^thoogli  bdHa^  idU  wadmmtsir- 

To  grope  thioiigh  ckoudi  ud  Amrktmm  back  to  Uf^t ! 
To  rule  oar  stabbon  wOb,       mmly  «iw 

To  kam  «il  t0  ober  Mm  Mbtft, 
And  win  froei  itreniiotii  ttnl        titni  mAmwim 

Tim  piiz«  we  aeefc,  tbe  bdm  w«!  pniy  for  twit 
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Bnt  woe  to  nRy  if  onr  o'erburdened  nature 

Faint  with  tlie  dread  of  life-long  strife  and  pain; 
If  we,  pale  Terror  spread  o'er  every  feature. 

Fold  our  weak  hands,  and  cry,  The  quest  is  vain ! " 
With  poisoned  sloth  and  doubtings  serpent-wreathM, 

Marring  the  promise  of  our  heavenly  birth. 
Deem  the  rich  gifts,  by  Gt>d  himself  imbreathM, 

Earth-bom,  and  therefore  cleaving  unto  earth! 


munUI  lOR  MTBIC. 


Oh!  saw  je  the  march  of  our  leal  Highland  men? 

A  white  rose  in  each  bonnet  they  wore  for  Prince 
Charlie! 

Oh!  heard  ye  the  pibroch  that  rang  through  the  glen^ 
When  the  Stuart  came  back  to  ns  over  the  sea? 

And  gaily  we  lighted  the  bright  beacon  fire. 

To  spread  the  glad  tidings  o'er  mountain  and  lea. 

And  we  joyed  as  we  watched  it  rise  broader  and  hi^ier, 
Twas  a  sign  of  our  welcome,  O  Charlie!  to  thee. 

Oh!  saw  ye  the  Standard  its  glories  unfold 

In  the  glen  where  we  plighted  our  fidth  to  Prince 
Charlie? — 

When  the  chiefs  and  the  clansmen  were  met  as  of  old. 
And  unsheathed  was  each  cla\'more,  and  bent  was  each 
knee? 
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And  proudly  we  said,  "In  old  Scotland  once  more. 
The  deeds  of  the  Bruce  and  the  Grordon  shall  be!** 

For  steadfast  and  brave  as  the  heroes  of  yore. 

Were  the  cliieftains  who  went  forth,  O  Charlie!  with 
thee. 

And  blythe  was  the  day  when  in  old  Holyrood 

The  feast  and    the  revel  were   graced   by  Prince 
Charlie ; 

And  they  rode  fortli  in  triumph,  the  gallant  and  good. 
And  the  bright  sunshine  lighted  their  proud  panoply. 

Not  a  whisper  of  sorrow  was  heard  on  tliat  day. 
All  was  hope,  all  was  glory,  and  glad  loyalty. 

For  we  hushed  each  sad   thought,  and  no   word  did 
we  say 

But  a  prayer  and  a  blessing,  O  Charlie!  for  thee. 

Yes!  we  gave  thee  our  dearest,  our  bravest,  our  best; 
.   Oh,  freely  we  gave  them  to  follow  Prince  Charlie! 
And  right  well  we  knew,  on  each  old  honoured  crest 

Not  a  shadow  of  fear  or  of  falsehood  could  be. 
On  tlie  red  battle-field,  in  the  night  watches  lone. 

On  the  scaffold  of  shame,  and  the  high  gallows-tree; 
In    the  gloom  and  the  dungeon — oh !    have  they  not 
shewn 

How  deep  was  the  love  that  we  bore  unto  thee ! 
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They  are  gone  I  they  are  gone  I  and  we  look  now  in  vain 
For  our  sons  and  our  brothers  who  went  with  thee, 
Charlie! 

And  our  homes  are  laid  waste,  and  our  tears  fall  like 
rain. 

When  we  think  of  the  dear  ones  we  never  shall  see. 
But  their  names  —  in  thy  heart  they  are  treasured,  we 
know. 

In  thy  desolate  exile,  across  the  salt  sea, — 
And  ever,  till  death  lay  each  weary  head  low. 

Will  we  pray  in  our  sorrow,  O  Charlie  1  for  thee. 


**  And  they  called  the  blind  man,  saying  unto  him,  Be  of  good  comfort,  rite 
He  calleth  thee."— St.  Mark  x.  49. 


LoNELT  in  the  sunlight  splendid^ 

Dark  in  the  full  blaze  of  day. 
In  his  anguish  poor,  unfriended. 

Sat  the  blind  man  by  the  way, 
Crying,  with  a  voice  of  sorrow, 

"Oh,  have  mercy.  Lord,  on  mel" 
And  the  lips  that  late  did  chide  him. 
And  with  bitter  words  deride  him, 
Sweetly  now  they  breathe  beside  him^ 

Saying,  "Rise,  He  calleth  thee!** 

Blinded  am  I,  and  benighted 
In  a  desert  wide  and  drear. 

Oft  perplexed,  and  sore  affrighted 
With  a  chilling,  nameless  fear. 


IPit  Call  of  6od. 


From  the  bonds  of  sin  and  sorrow 
Pining,  straggling  to  be  free  — 
From  m  life  of  sel&h  scheming. 
Half  resolve  and  outward  seeming, 
Slochfol  ease  and  idle  dreaming. 
Rise,  mj  souL,  He  calleth  these! 

By  tbv  life  so  rxhij  drnrer*^!, 
By  eaA  Ihrisr  A-sry  do&e. 

By  a  tZMQsml  'jut«fEc^  sbr/wer^fl 
On  tty  pacinrirr.  tLacti^ftW  'JMr! 

By  ir*  bsasrn-  sni  iii*r  giaifdju*?* 

By  tix  fccrft  tv^J-jc-, 
CaZji»fi         frm  ju'jtl  w  *r  *^^ 

Sllh^  tit  ¥i:**:**iW  «il 
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By  the  fttill  small  voice  that  ever 

Whispers  thee  of  truth  and  right. 
By  each  broken,  weak  endeavour, 

By  each  earnest  prayer  for  light, — 
In  tliy  heart,  whose  sin-stained  tablets 

Thou  and  He  alone  can  see; 
With  a  zeal  whose  altar-fires 
Kindle  all  thy  dead  desires. 
With  a  love  tliat  never  tires. 

Oh,  my  soul.  He  calleth  theet 


Be  patient  1  ye  who  toil  with  bruisfed  feet 

Up  the  long  steep  ascent  of  pain  and  care. 
Who  faint  beneath  the  weary  noontide  heat 

And  the  sore  burden  of  your  heart's  despair; 
And  ye  who  sow  with  hands  that  never  rest. 

Yet  win  no  fruitage  from  Life's  barren  track. 
Casting  your  bread  upon  the  ocean's  breast. 

Whose  thankless  surges  give  no  answer  back; 
Not  in  one  summer's  day  of  dreamy  hours 

Her  richest  wealth  doth  bounteous  Nature  yield. 
After  long  nights,  rough  winds,  and  heavy  showers. 

Doth  the  com  ripen  in  the  harvest  field. 

Be  patient  I  ye  who  mourn  with  frenzied  weeping 
In  the  dark  chambers  where  your  dead  are  laid. 

Who  give  Life's  fairest  flowers  unto  the  keeping 
Of  the  green  hillock  and  the  cypress  shade  — 
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And  thou,  who  seest  the  blighting  breath  of  change 

Steal  o'er  tlie  face  that  still  to  thee  is  dear^ 
While  gloomy  lies  thy  onward  path,  and  strange. 

With  none  to  bless  thee,  none  to  soothe  and  cheer; 
Oh!  think  Whose  voice  rose  on  tlie  fainting  air 

In  night's  dread  stillness,  'neath  the  olive  tree, — 
The  angel,  witness  of  thy  Saviour's  prayer. 

It  may  be,  draweth  nigh  to  strengthen  thee! 


Be  patient  I  ye  who  pray,  though  mists  of  sin 

Hide  the  White  Throne  from  your  distempered  eye; 
Though  fears  without  raise  haunting  doubts  within. 

And  Hope  is  silent,  and  the  storm  sweeps  by. 
Till  your  sad  hearts,  like  ships  at  random  tossed. 

Shorn  of  their  early  pride,  are  bruised  and  rent; 
And  one  by  one  the  guiding  stars  are  lost. 

The  fierce  waves  roar,  and  Faith  is  well-nigh  spent; 
Oh,  sorrow-stricken  I  He  who  ne'er  forsaketh. 

The  God  of  Mercy,  watcheth  o'er  your  way; 
The  cold  grey  light  that  in  the  far  East  breaketh 

Is  the  sure  herald  of  a  brighter  day! 


Oh,  snltTT  summer  noon! 
Ohf  boming  sun  of  Jane, 
Scorching  the  hint  and  parched  earth  with  fierce,  nnpitying 
glare! 

Not  a  cloud  is  there  to  view 
In  the  sky  so  darklv  blue. 
And   the  ere  aches  with   the  sunshine,   hot  sunshine 
everywhere. 


Five  days  are  barely  run. 
Since  thou,  oh,  joyous  sun ! 
Lighted   for   me   the  meadows   green,  and  wood,  and 
waving  tree. 
And,  in  sight  of  birds  and  flowers 
Flew  my  happy  matin  hours. 
In  commune  with  the  firiend  late-found,  the  great  Aurora 
Leigh! 
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EntnncM,  drinking  up> 
As  firom  a  crystal  cup> 
The  tale  of  social  grief  at  war  with  high,  impassioned 
Art, 

The  cloud-wreathed  morning  skies 
Grew  more  radiant  to  mine  eyes, 
And  the  rich  earth  canght  fresh  glory  from  the  Poet's 
raptured  heart 


I  looked  to  the  green  hill. 
And  my  thoughts  they  went  at  will 
To  the  wooded  upland   far  beyond,  the  breezy,  open 
heath, 

Wher^  the  white  thorns  all  in  bloom 
Sent  abroad  their  sweet  perftune. 
Ami   the  golden  gorse  made  answer  from  below  with 
ixlon>us  breath. 


The  tall  trees'  shadow  lay 
Calm  upMi  the  meadow,  gay 
With  II  iUv^oly.woven  tapestry  all   gemmed  with  early 
dow  ; 

And  in  the  woods  around 
1  know  the  ver\-  ground 
Wnn  J^vtHl  with  starrj'  primroses,  and  bells  of  azure 
hut\ 
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And  the  birds  sang  everyivhere, 
Till  they  filled  the  drowsy  air 
With  a  wealtli  of  song  that  jubilant  rolled  on  firom  bush 
and  tree, 
And  the  cuckoo's  double  note 
Through  the  tumult  sweet  did  float 
Like    the    aye-recurring    bass    chords    of    a  jocund 
melody. 


Xowy  for  sounds  I  have,  alas! 
The  carriages  that  pass 
Witli  noisy  wheels  along  the  road  whence  clouds  of  dust 
are  shed; 
And  for  sights,  the  dull  blank  wall 
Of  the  silent  houses,  all 
With  their  white  blinds  closed   so  carefully,  as  if  all 
within  were  dead! 


Fiercely  the  sunbeams  glare. 
And  warm  the  languid  air 
As  though  from  melting  furnaces  it  swept  with  angry 
speed ; 

And  for  shadows,  only  one. 
As  of  prison  bars,  is  tlirown 
From  my  open  window  on  the    page  I   try  in  vain 
to  read. 
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Tis  a  story  quaint  and  old. 
Writ  by  hands  long  since  grown  cold, 
Of  kings  and  nobles  who  went  forth  across  tlie  Eastern 
sea, 

The  Holy  Town  to  win 
From  the  bearded  Saracen, 
And    bid    Europe's    banners   flutter    in    the  winds  of 
Galilee. 


A  glorious  tale  in  sooth 

Of  our  old  world's  brilliant  youth. 

Fit  subject  for  a  Poet's  thought  —  but  I  cannot  read 
to-day, 
I  am  like  an  idle  child 
From  its  schoolroom  tasks  beguiled 

By  a  thousand  recollections  of  a  pleasant  holiday. 


And  ever,  evermore, 
I  pine  for  forests  hoar, 
For  the  voice  of  wooded  nightingales,  for  the  breath  of 
sweet  field-flowers. 
For  the  munniu*  and  the  gleam 
Of  a  little  reedy  stream. 
And  the  drowsy  hum  of  insect  wmgs  that  flit  among  the 
bowers. 
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For  a  cool,  deep-shaded  seat 
At  the  stately  chesnut's  feet, 
While  the  noontide  shadows  flickering  should  wave  athwart 
the  dell, 

There  again  the  dream  to  weave 
Of  St.  Agnes'  haunted  Eve, 
Or  the  strange  mysterious  trials  of   the  lovely  Chris- 
tabel. 


And  flakes  of  chesnut  flow^ers 
On  my  book  should  fall  in  showers, 
Each   snowy  blossom    daintily   flecked  with    a  crimson 
stain; 

And  I  would  not  brush  away 
Those  which  on  the  verses  lay, 
But  turn   the  pages    carefully,   and    let    them    all  re- 
main ; 


That,  in  some  future  hour. 
When  far  from  wooded  bower, 
I  of  my  books  craved  respite  from  sad  thought  or  daily 
toil. 

And  started  to  behold 
Those  faded  blooms  and  old. 
Staining   the    page  whose  whiteness  loving   tears  alone 
should  soil ; 
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Then,  with  a  sweet  surprise 
Before  my  tear-dimmed  eyes 
Should  float  the  sudden  picture  of  that  calm  sequestered 
nook. 

And  with  the  Poet's  lay 
Should  an  echo  blend  alway 
Of  the  wood-birds'  singing  voices,  and  the  murmur  of  the 
brook ! 


4th  June,  1858. 


To  Mary  G.  M.  R. 


I  TUKNED  unwilling,  from  the  fairyland 

Of  my  dear  room,  where,  from  the  pictured  walls 

And  shelves  well  stored  with  volumes  of  delight. 

Old  friends  look  down  upon  me  lovingly, 

And  woo  me  ever  to  their  converse  sweet, 

To  sit  in  lighted  rooms,  and  bear  my  part 

In  what  the  world  calls  "social  intercourse,'' 

Weary  was  I  of  meetings  ofl-renewed. 

Where  speech  in  one  straight  solemn  groove  runs  on. 

So  smoothly  decorous,  it  dare  not  rise 

Above  mere  common  phrases,  and  no  thought 

Wins,  save  of  self-accusing,  when  alone 

We  kneel,  to  make  our  nightly  shrift  to  God, 

And  cry  "this  hour,  and  this,  most  utterly 

Were  wasted!"  —  So  I  mused  as  fortli  I  passed, 

TiOoking  regretful  at  the  cheerful  lamp 

And  bright  home  faces  which  I  left  behind. 
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A  few  brief  words  of  kindest  courtesy. 

And  I  sat  down  beside  thee  —  thou  didst  turn 

Thine  eyes  on  me,  and  ere  my  heart  could  ask 

What  stirred  its  deptlis  so,  straight  it  leaped  to  thine. 

As  leaps  the  torrent  from  the  mountain  top 

To  meet  the  stream  Inflow,  and  loses  all 

Its  waters  in  its  bosom,  and  forgets 

Its  lonely  stillness  in  its  new-found  love. 

And  flows  with  it  in  joy  across  the  plain. 

And  we  two  sat  together  all  that  night, 

And  I,  who  went  unwillingly,  returned 

With  food  for  happy  talk  and  frequent  dream. 

And  lof^y  musing  in  my  quiet  hours. 

Of  Art  we  spake  —  the  voice  of  God  which  breathes 

In  l)eauty  to  llis  creatures,  witnessing 

For  tnith  and  greatness  in  a  fallen  world; 

And  of  the  human  ministranb^  lie  sends. 

Anointed,  crowned,  to  utter  forth  His  will; 

And  how  the  inspiration  waxeth  dim, 

And  colours  fade  lx?neath  the  Master's  hand, 

When  he  proves  trsiitor  iv  liis  spirit's  vow. 

And  loves  the  guerdon  better  tlian  the  toil. 

We  sp.'ike?    T/iou  sjmkesti  thou  didst  bring  thy  wealth 

Of  knowledge  gained  'neath  clear  Italian  skies 

And  brightened  with  the  sunshine  of  thy  soul; 

I  gave  tliee  notliing  —  nothing  but  a  heart 

Which  listened  lovingly  to  thee,  and  felt 

Ennobled  by  thy  words.    And  then  we  talked 


%mt  a^  0mi  fight 
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Of  Poets — ^  artists  tliey,  more  visibly 

CoimmBsionedj  consecrated>  and  endowed 

With,  speech  that  all  may  hear;  and  first,  of  her 

WIio  fKtaiids»  a  womanj  on  the  topmost  peak 

Of  Imman  excellence,  and  hlends  the  lore 

Of  classic  Greece  wirii  Eiigland*3  fire-side  love. 

And  teaches  mighty  truths  in  silver  speech. 

The  white-stoled  Priestess  of  this  nether  world. 

Of  him  too,  the  sweet  singer  of  the  West, 

Whose  holy  verses  come  to  ns  like  psalms. 

Reaching  the  ears  of  those  who  sit  i'  the  dark 

Withont  tlie  portal  of  the  Mother  Church. 

And  tliou  didst  read  from  many  a  pictured  page, 

Verse  after  verse  of  solemn  melody. 

Of  sweetest  tenderness,  aspiring  high, 

And  holiest  comfort  —  and  I  thought  the  wlule 

That  other  Mary  must  have  been  like  thee. 

Whose  spiritual  beauty,  holy  eyes. 

And  stream-like  voice  did  charm  the  Poet*s  heart 

At  Interlachen,  imd  did  win  for  us 

The  sweetest,  teiidereet  tale  of  Love's  Romance 

Tha:t  ever  blossomed  on  our  old  worn  earth. 

For  holy  was  thy  face — marvel  not 

It  won  from  me  such  sudden  reverence; 

For  I  smce  then  have  heard  (though  not  from  thee) 

Of  thy  young  heart's  deep  sorrow,  and  its  true 

And  pure  devotion  in  the  work  of  God, 

So  loving  and  so  meek^ — I  knew  it  not, 
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But  might  liave  guessed — ^'twas  written  on  thy  hrow 
And  once  again  we  met,  with  clasping  hands^ 
And  words  of  friendliness,  and  answering  smiles,— 
And  then  we  parted.  —  Thou  art  dwelling  now 
In  tliat  old  Gennan  land  whose  soil  was  trod 
By  Art's  high-sceptred  ones  —  whose  glorious  speech 
Thrills  with  the  sweetness  yet  of  Schiller^s  song. 
And  Goethe's  temple-music  —  I  sit  here. 
And  watch  the  silent  stars  that  nightly  rise 
Above  the  housetops,  and  bring  greetings  sweet 
To  me  from  field  and  fountain  far  away — 
And  oft  I  think  of  thee. 

Maryl  thy  name 
I  utter  to  myself  in  silent  hours, 
And  marvel  if  at  times,  when  I  so  yearn 
To  hold  thy  hand,  and  look  into  tliino  eyes, 
And  say  how  dear,  how  very  dear  thou  art. 
Thy  spirit  answers  to  the  chord  I  strike. 
And  sends  a  thought  in  music  back  to  me. 

Sweet  Friend  1  I  call  thee  friend,  for  Love  I  hold 

To  be  no  common  plant  of  gradual  growth. 

Fed  with  perpetual  talk,  pruned,  trained  with  care, 

A  prim  espalier  in  the  straight,  smooth  walks 

Of  Life's  well-weeded  garden  —  true  Love  springs 

Swiftly  as  lightning  from  the  parted  cloud, 

Siidden  and  bright,  and  mocks  tJie  feeble  hand 
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That  thinks  to  check  it,  or  direct  its  course. 
But  lightnings  blast  and  sear  —  Love  sanctifies  1 
Nay  tlienl  'tis  liker  to  yon  star  God  calls 
To  blaze  where  all  before  was  void  and  dark. 
And  though  the  storm  drift  by,  to  shine  undimmed 
Tlirough  all  the  live-long  night 

Sweet  Friend!  I  raise 
My  forehead  to  those  nightly  stars,  and  pray 
The  God  whose  name  is  Love,  that  He  would  make 
My  spirit  daily  purer,  and  more  fi'ee 
From  stain  of  lower  earth,  tliat  wLen  once  more 
He  gives  me  to  behold  thee,  and  rejoice 
In  the  glad  interchange  of  kindred  tliought, 
(Albeit  in  grace  and  goodness  far  below,) 
Thou  wilt  not  break  my  cherished  dream,  nor  think 
Me  all  unworthy  of  thy  generous  love  ! 

June^  1858. 


Summer  lightning  I  summer  lightning! 

Swift  and  clear  as  Poet's  dream. 
All  the  midnight  sky  is  bright'ning 

With  your  sudden  arrowy  gleam. 

The  cloud-curtain  swa}'s  before  ye 

In  the  grey  horizon  low, 
Where  the  day  died  in  the  glory 

Of  the  sunset,  hours  ago. 

Crescent  moon  of  love  is  dreaming, 
Sweet  stars  watch  her  virgin  rest; 

Fiery  sliafts  of  wrath  are  streaming 
Silently  from  out  the  West 
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On  the  dark  clouds,  burning  pictures 
Paint  ye,  as  ye  come  and  go; 

Stranded  ships  among  the  breakers 
Tossing  wildly  to  and  fro; 

Leaguered  fortress,  shattered,  riven. 
Tottering  into  swift  decline, 

When  victorious  towards  tlie  heaven 
Springs  the  stealthy  foeman's  mine. 

Summer  lightnings  !  swift  as  fancies  I 
Ah,  I  mind  me  of  the  day 

When  with  eager  childhood's  glances 
I  beheld  your  rapid  play ; 

Not  in  fear,  but  reverent  wonder 
And  a  heart-beat  mystical. 

For  I  deemed  the  echoing  thunder 
Clave  the  heaven's  parted  wall; 

And  tlie  lightning-flash  before  me 
Was  a  burning  radiance  shed 

Momentary,  from  the  glory 

Of  the  floors  where  Seraphs  tread. 


Long,  long  have  those  days  departed; 

I  am  greatly  changed  since  then ; 
Something  to  me  have  imparted 

Noble  lK)oks  of  thinking  men, — 

But  the  Guide  who  then  bent  o'er  me, 
Childhood's  Angel,  comes  no  more. 

And  I  cannot  see  the  glory 
Of  the  Seraph-trodden  floor! 


i^hu  4^ttntain  of  '$htlUon. 


"  Cettb  eau  est  mcryeillense  en  ce  point,  qu'il  faut,  quand  on  en  boit,  force- 
ment  reyenir  k  Gison,  quelque  part  qu'on  aille.  Da  temps  des  Croisadee, 
raconte  la  tradition  populaire,  les  pclerins  qui  ayaient  fait  yoeu  de  yisiter 
la  Palestine,  ne  manquaient  jamais  d'aller  boire  an  Reyeillon,  pour  ne 
pas  mourir  auz  terres  etrang^res." — Vicomtb  Walsh,  Souvenirs  de 
Voyage. 


Bbight  fountain  of  the  vale  I 
How  merrily  thy  silver  waters  leap 
Above  tlie  flowers  that  crown  thy  banks,  and  steep 

In  dew  the  primrose  pale  I 


The  grey  and  broken  cross, 
By  pious  hands  once  raised  to  mark  thy  shrine, 
Is  mantled  now  with  the  wood-ivy's  twine, 

And  draped  with  richest  moss ; 


And  where  the  birds  flit  by. 
Making  the  green«  leaves  rustle  overhead. 
For  one  brief  moment  on  thy  breast  is  shed 

A  gleam  of  the  blue  sky  — 
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A  passing  gleam,  for  thou 
Art  wrapped  in  shade  and  silence  —  not  a  sound 
But  thy  wave's  ripple  o'er  the  pebbly  ground, 

Most  musical  and  low. 

There,  where  the  path  winds  higher 
Among  white-blossomed  orchard  trees,  I  see 
The  village  gables  clustered  lovingly 

Around  the  old  church  spire ; 

And  on  the  grassy  mound, 
With  brow  thorn-wreathed  and  pale  with  deathly  pangs, 
T  see  the  sculptimxi  Clirist  who  silent  hangs 

Above  the  burial-ground. 

Deep  thoughts  of  love  and  death! 
How  heavily  upon  my  heart  ye  weigh. 
Darkening  the  blossoms  of  this  fair  spring  day 

As  with  the  North  Wind's  breath ! 

To-mom)w'8  dawn  proclaims 
To  me  the  advent  of  a  new,  strange  life ; 
To-morrow's  winds  will  bring  me  sounds  of  strife 

And  unfamiliar  names. 


And  many  suns  to  me. 
Rising,  shall  speak  of  unknown  hopes  and  fears, 
And  many  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  in  tears 

Ere  I  return  to  thee. 

Bright  fountain  of  the  vale  I 
Above  thy  source  the  bold  Crusaders  hung, 
When  war-notes  filled  the  air,  and  old  and  young 

Had  girded  on  their  mail; 

And  back  across  the  sea 
They  came,  to  kneel  again  at  thy  sweet  shrine. 
Back  jfrom  the  battle-fields  of  Palestine, 

And  hills  of  Galilee ; 

And  whoso,  since  those  hours. 
Thy  stream  hath  tasted  on  his  pilgrim  way. 
After  long  years  hath  come  again,  to  pray 

Amid  thy  leafy  bowers; 

Because  no  earthly  thing. 
Though  the  heart  hold  it  fast  and  cherish  well, 
Hath  potency  enough  to  break  the  spell 

Laid  on  thy  hallowed  spring. 
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But  now,  beside  me  passed 
A  mother  leading  hence  her  only  child. 
Saying,  "  Though  rough  thy  path  may  be,  and  wild. 

Thou  wilt  come  home  at  last!** 

And  I  too  fain  would  come. 
When  tlie  long  travail  of  my  youth  is  o'er. 
To  rest  me  in  the  dear,  ^^ne-8haded  door 

Of  mine  own  village  home. 

How  strange  'twill  be,  and  sweet. 
The  loving  debt  of  childhood  to  repay, 
When  manhood's  stalwart  arm  shall  be  their  stay 

Who  led  my  tottering  feet ; 

And  'mid  old  friends,  in  sootli. 
Rich  in  the  guerdon  of  their  uttered  praise. 
At  evening  hour  my  grateful  voice  to  raise 

And  prove  thy  legend's  truth  1 

Yet  stay!  if  there  should  be 
No  loving  face  to  brighten  when  I  came — 
No  smiling  lip  sweet  words  of  praise  to  frame — 

No  heart  to  joy  with  me  — 
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If,  in  my  Mother's  chair 
A  stranger  ruled  with  loud  imperious  tongue — 
If  I  should  hear  quick  jest  and  ribald  song, 

Where  rose  my  Father's  prayer — 

Should  stand  alone,  and  see 
Strange  children  laughing  roimd  the  cottage  fire — 
Should  find  no  friend  here,  save  the  old  Church  spire. 

The  sculptured  Christ,  and  thee? — 

Bright  fountain  of  the  vale! 
Untouched  by  me  thy  merry  waves  shall  glide, — 
Twere  better  far,  across  the  ocean  wide 

To  end  Life's  wear}'  tale! 

'Twere  better  far  to  roam 
With  bleeding  feet  upon  a  foreign  shore. 
Than  stand,  a  stranger,  at  the  well-known  door. 

And  have  no  welcome  home! 


YesI  it  is  strange  indeed, — 

Oh  I  very  strange  and  sorrowful,  to  look 

On  the  dark  pages  of  the  wondrous  book 
Wherein  the  destinies  of  man  we  read; 

And  in  most  solemn  mood. 
When  the  loud  voice  of  present  life  is  mute. 
Each  impious  pact  with  evil  to  compute. 

Each  feeble  effort  in  the  cause  of  good; 
And  reckon  all  our  gain 

Of  pride  and  grief,  of  wisdom  and  of  pain, — 
All  aspirations  towards  the  higher  spheres. 

And  ask  whereunto  shall  our  souls  attain. 

And  which  beseems  us  best,  of  hopes  or  fears. 
And   are   we   nearer   Heaven   than   in  the 
by-gone  years? 
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O'ei'  the  green  earth  well-nigh 

Have  nineteen  hundred  flower-crowned  summers 
flown. 

Since  He  came  down  from  Heaven,  tlie  Holy 
One, 

For  us  to  suffer  and  for  us  to  die, — 

And  we,  who  bear  His  name^ 
Low  kneeling  in  the  dust,  w^ilh  weeping  eyes. 
Rend  from  our  hearts  each  fond  and  fniil  disgait*e, 

Andj  with  quick  sobs  of  penitential  shame. 
Confess  ourselves  less  trucj 
Less  fervent,  and  less  loving^  than  the  few 

Poor  shepherds  who  the  glorious  Star  deacried. 
And  heard  the  Angels  sing  tlieir  anthems  new, 

And,  leaving  all  beside. 

Followed  tlirough  ways  unknown,  their  bright 
mysterious  Guide. 

We  call  ourselves  the  crowned 

And  sceptred  of  die  nations;  throned  on  high. 
We  look  across  the  earth  with  haughty  eye. 

And  send  our  mandates  to  her  furthest  bound, — 
And  Wisdom  with  us  dwells* 

And  Science  eagle-eyed,  and  Art  divine. 

And  Wealth   brings    treasures  from  the  dusky 
mine, 

Ajid  forests  wild,  and  ocean's  cavern  cells; — 
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But  on  our  quiet  homes, 

And  on  tlie  splendour  of  our  palace  domes. 

The  curse  lies  heavy,  as  in  olden  time; 
To  mar  our  sweetest  strains  harsh  discord  comes. 

And  at  the  feast  sublime 

Of  lofty  pomp,  tlm)ng  ghosts  of  ignorance  and 
crime. 

They  ring, — the  glad  Church  bells. 

And  summon  us  at  mom  and  eve  to  pray. 

Proclaim  with  holy  joy  the  Sabbath  day. 
And  call  to  fanes  where  blessing  surely  dwells. 

And  by  the  cheerful  heartli, 
Sweet  prayers  to  God  are  said  when  day  is  done. 
And  listening  to  their  soft  and  solemn  tone. 

We  marvel  there  should  still  be  sin  on  eartli. 
But  there  are  those  who  hear 
The  church-bells  ringing  on  from  year  to  year. 

Nor  guess  the  blessed  tidings  they  proclaim. 
Thousands,  who  count  our  earth  a  desert  drear. 

Whereon,  in  want  and  shame. 

They  move,  and  mourn,  and  die,  and  never 
breathe  Thy  Name! 

Not  in  our  Eastern  world. 

Where  roimd  our  throne  strange  supplications  rise. 
And  gismt  falsehoods  veil  the  brilliant  skies 

With  smoke  fi-om  heathen  sacrifice  upciurled; 
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Not  in  the  deserts  old. 
Where  we,  as  Christian  visitants,  have  trod. 
And  thrown  down  many  a  carved  and  molten  god. 

And  reared  new  altars  to  our  idol.  Gold, — 
But  voices  here,  O  God! 
Rise,  not  in  prayer,  to  Thy  divine  abode. 

Voices  of  children  wandering  fiir  astray. 
Of  strong  men  sinking  'neatli  Life's  bitter  load. 

Whose  wail  of  anguish  may 

Against  us  loudly  plead  at  Thy  great  Judgment 
day! 

And  yet,  tliere  are  in  sooth 

Good  men  among  us  —  loving  hear^  that  stoop 

To  raise  the  fallen  —  heads  that  never  droop. 
And  clarion  voices  witnessing  for  truth  — 

Amid  the  sin  and  shame 
Which  hides  our  ways  from  holy  eyes  aboTe, 
Such  men,  the  angels  in  their  gentle  love 

As  brothers  hail,  nor  blush  to  breathe  their  name. 
And  we,  who  toil  and  seek 
Some  covert  bom  the  storm,  and  blindly  speak, 

And  try  with  infant  hands  the  flood  to  stem, 
Feeling  ourselves  too  faitldess  and  too  weak 

To  reach  the  diadem. 

Look  upj  and  fold  our  hands,  and  wish  ourselves 
like  them! 
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Tliou,  God!  hast  stricken  iis 

With  sorrow  wherein  mercy  was  revealed; 

Death-words  have  reached  us  from  the  battle-field 
Whose  holy  music  well  might  quicken  us  — 

E'en  now,  our  hearts  are  moved 
Witli  the  wild  deeds  wrought  'neath  our  Orient 
sky, 

Half  pride  for  lofty  fSuth  and  daring  high. 
Half  sorrow  for  the  martyrs,  the  beloved ! 

And  we,  in  our  despair. 

Have  said  the  burden  was  too  liard  to  bear. 
Our  strength  too  little  for  the  trial  day, 

Crushed  selfish  thought,  and  given  our  souls  to 
prayer. 

And  then  Thy  rod  was  lifted,  and  straightway 
We  from  Thine  altars  turned,  and  each  one 
went  his  way. 

Ohl  for  the  prayers  of  yore 

That  rose  when  Judah's  holy  place  lay  low! 

Ohl  for  the  faith  that  growing  with  each  blow. 
Its  fears,  its  sorrows,  to  Thy  Presence  bore! 

Our  vines  are  trodden  down, 
Our  pleasant  fields  laid  waste,  our  wars  begin. 
And  foes  without,  and  furious  strife  within. 

Assail   the   sufiering   Church   Thou'st  called 
Thine  own. 
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Than  saints  and  seraphs  higher, 

Thou  who  didat  tread  the  wiDe-press  in  Thine  ire^ 

And  save  Thj  sons  when  thej  were  ikint  and  few, 
And  witli  strong  arm  and  chariot  of  fire 

Their  routed  foes  pursne, 

When  unto  Thee  thej  cried  —  O  Fatlierl  hear 
us  too! 

We  read,  with  eager  eyes. 

Of  swift  deliverance  to  Thy  chosen  wrought, 

Answers  vouclisafed  to  prayer  and  holy  thought, 
Great  mercies  pa^t,  and  fiiture  prophecies, — 

And  on  our  foreheads,  high 
The  warm  blood  mantles,  and  our  hearts  beat  loud, 
Now  with  the  woes  of  suffering  Israel  bowed. 

Now  bounding  to  her  sliout  of  victory  1 
The  veil  ia  lifted  back 

For  one  short  moment,  and  the  shining  track 
Revealed,  where  olden  saints  have  walked  witli 
Thee, 

Then  o'er  us  falls  again  die  grey  cloud-wrack 
And  we,  who  pine  to  be 
At  rest,  are  drifted  far  on  waves  of  misery. 

We  doubt,  we  faint,  we  weep. 

In  impotence  of  sorrow  where  we  stand, 
The  seed  once  scattered  by  our  idle  hand, 

In  shame  and  bitter  sorrow^  now  we  reap. 
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Yet  is  the  promise  sure. 
That  Eartli's  vast  kingdoms  shall  become  Thine 
own, 

And  the  light  circling  Thine  eternal  Throne 

For  ever  and  for  ever  shall  endure. 
In  pain  and  sad  affright. 
Through  the  long  watches  of  the  weary  night, 

We  hearken  to  tlie  fast  encroaching  sea — 
Our  only  prayer  is  for  that  morrow's  h'ght» 

Our  only  hope  in  Thee — 

Ijord  of  the  Universe!  oh,  when  shall  Thy 
great  han^est  be? 


dth  July,  1858. 
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I  THANK  Thee,  O  my  God! 
For  all  the  beauty,  all  the  summer  glory 

Of  this  fair  world  whereon  in  joy  I  stand; — 
For  the  old  village  churches  grey  and  hoary 

Lifting  their  belfries  o'er  the  pleasant  land; 
For  little  cottages,  whose  lattice  windows 

And  quaint  old  gables  overhang  the  way, 
With  sloping  rafters,  whose  fantastic  shadows 

Tell  us  long  stories  of  an  elder  day. 
While  the  green  copses  and  the  sunny  meadows 

Ring  with  the  merriment  of  childish  play; 

For  the  bright  dawn  that  o'er  the  ocean  breaketh. 
Flushing  the  white  cliffs  with  its  rosy  sheen. 

When  the  wild  bird  his  matin-song  awaketh 
In  leafy  covert  firesh  and  cool  and  green; 
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For  the  ricli  sunset,  floods  of  regal  splendour 
Purpling  the  summit  of  the  mountain  steep. 

And  bands  of  crimson  cloudlets,  long  and  slender. 
Fading  away  into  a  holy  sleep; 

And  the  mild  radiance,  pure,  serene,  and  tender, 
Of  moon  and  stars  upon  the  quiet  deep; 

For  pleasant  pathways,  made  for  summer  rambles. 

Cool  valleys  shaded  from  the  noontide  sun; 
Banks  canopied  with  ferns,  and  flowering  brambles 

Beneath  whose  arch  the  hidden  waters  run; 
For  the  broad  shadow  which  the  green  liill  casteth 

In  the  hot  simshine  on  the  level  plain, 
What  time  the  reaper,  warm  and  weary,  hasteth 

To  bind  in  swelling  sheaves  the  ripened  grain. 
And  gratefully  the  wayworn  traveller  resteth 

Amid  the  windings  of  the  grassy  lane; 

For  all  the  songs  that  in  the  woods  resounding 

Speak  of  a  life  of  freedom  and  of  glee; 
For  all  the  creatures  in  their  yoimg  joy  bounding 

In  health  and  gladness  o'er  the  sunny  lea; 
For  coronals  of  drooping  leaves,  and  bowers 

Whence  bright  as  gems  the  scarlet  berries  look; 
Ripe  autumn's  fruits,  and  summer's  clustered  flowers 

With  beauty  crowning  each  sequestered  nook. 
Flinging  across  man's  path  their  wealtli  in  showers. 

Gazing  with  blue  eyes  on  the  murmuring  brook; 
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For  every  bank  whereon  the  ivy  traileth; 

For  every  weed  that  makes  the  hedgerows  bright; 
For  every  little  fleecy  cloud  that  saileth 

Through  the  blue  heaven  of  a  summer  night; — 
And  for  the  eye  which  sees  in  all  creation 

The  type  of  that  more  glorious  world  above, 
The  rod  of  truest,  holiest  divination 

At  whose  command  the  springs  of  worship  move. 
Till  thought  is  lost  in  silent  adoration 

Of  all  Thy  power,  all  Thy  bounteous  love, 
I  thank  Thee,  O  my  God! 

Folkestone,  August,  1858. 


It  is  not  thine,  the  lofty  verse  tliat  tells  of  warriors  bold. 
Of  the  pomp  of  feudal  Chivalry,  and  the  deathless  deeds  of  old. 
Great  names  that  shine  like  burning  orbs  through  the  mighty 
realms  of  Art, 

And  die  wild,  yet  vain  aspirings  of  the  restless  human  heart 

No  I  the  blessed  calm  of  English  homes,  remote  from  fear 
and  strife. 

The  chequered   light   of   Thought  which  plays  o*er  a 

Cliristian  pastor's  life, — 
The  Sabbath  in  the  crowded  fane — the  sunset  by  the  sea, — 
The  shout  of  Childhood's  noisy  mirth, — are  fitter  themes  for 

thee. 

The  friendships  waking  in  our  hearts  affections  pure  and 
deep, — 

The  graves,  above  whose  grassy  mounds  such  bitter  tears 
we  weep, — 

The  household  love  whose  tenderness  can  soothe  our  souls, 
and  shed 

The  golden  glow  of  Fairyland  o'er  tlie  paths  we  daily  tread. 


Wo  the  fact  llinitfri^ 


253 


Of  these  thou  speak'at  in  soothing  strains ;  and  I  have  joyed 
to  bend 

In  quiet  hours  above  thy  page,  and  own  tliee  as  a  friend ; 
To  praise  thy  sweet  or  serious  rhymes,  and  often  pause 
betwe^ 

To  conjure  up  a  vision  of  thy  face  and  outward  mien* 

Tve  seen  thee  in  the  holy  place^  when  my  thoughts  were 
hushed  and  cabn, — 

And  the  air  yet  trembled  witli  the  notes  of  the  sweetly- 
chanted  Psalnij — 

IVe  heard  thee  speak  of  founts  of  bliss,  to  the  world's  poor 
votaries  sealed, 

Rare  treasures^  lofty  mysteries,  to  God*s  Elect  revealed. 

High  words  thou  spakest  in  that  hour,^ — high  thoughts  didst 
thou  impart 

Of  toil  and  suffering  nobly  borne  by  the  Christian's  steadfast 
heart; 

Those  words  within  my  heart  will  dwell,  and  make  thy  verse 
to  me 

As  the  echo  of  a  Sabbath  bell  heard  'neath  the  greenwood 
tree- 


Sat  not,  "It  hatli  been  spoken, 

God's  Word  to  sinful  men. 
And  never  sound  or  token 
Shall  stir  our  souls  again. 
Or  break  the  heavy  stillness  that  so  long  o'er  Earth 
doth  reign!" 

No  more  the  Monarch  trembleth 
Before  the  grey-haired  Seer; 
No  cloudy  pillar  resteth 

On  the  Sanctuary  here, — 
Tet  God  speaks  unto  us  always,  if  we  will  but  turn  and  hear. 

He  speaks  to  us,  not  only 

In  the  thunder  of  the  sky. 
But  in  hours  of  silence  lonely. 

In  our  musings  great  and  high. 
And  the  strong  and  deep  emotions  which  within  our  bosoms  lie. 
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And  each  heart  by  sorrow  smitten 

Is  a  page  of  purest  white. 
Whereon  His  Hand  hath  written 

A  word  of  love  and  light, 
One  day  it  shall  be  folded  in  His  Volume  infinite. 

Say  not,  "  They  have  departed, 
Our  Angel  guests  of  yore. 
Perplexed  and  heavy-hearted 

Their  lost  friendship  we  deplore. 
For  they  soothe  us  with  their  presence,  and  they  guide  us 
nevermore." 

They  are  with  us,  they  are  near  us. 

In  our  trials  manifold. 
With  soft-whispered  words  they  cheer  us. 
And  our  troubled  lives  enfold 
With  a  care  that  knows  no  changing,  with  a  love  that 
grows  not  cold. 

No  more  we  see  them,  blending 

Earth-lights  with  the  divine. 
Ascending  and  descending 

Along  the  visioned  line — 
Still  the  golden  gates  are  open,  still  the  rambow-pinions  shine. 
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Each  time  we  sink  desponding 
In  the  day  of  grief  and  care, 

And  cry,  the  heavy  burden 
Is  too  much  for  us  to  bear. 
The  Angel  of  God's  Mercy  descends  unto  us  there. 

And  when  the  bonds  of  sadness 

From  off  our  souls  are  riven. 
And  we  lift  Uiem,  full  of  gladness 
For  tlie  blessings  God  hath  given, 
A  glorious  Angel  riseth  with  tliat  prayer  of  joy  to 

Heaven ! 


Do  you  mind  the  days,  the  happy  days, 

When  Kfe  with  us  was  young, 
And  merrily  in  the  gay  green-wood 

The  birds  their  carol  sung. 
And  the  holly-leaves,  as  the  breeze  went  by, 

Made  a  pleasant  rustling  chime, — 
What  a  fairy  land  was  the  rich,  bright  earth 

To  us,  in  the  dear  old  time! 


And  the  flowers  we  plucked, — I  see  them  now 

All  wet  with  the  morning  dew. 
Or  nestling  close  on  the  warm  hill-side 

Where  the  waving  brackens  grew; — 
I  have  heard  sweet  songs,  I  have  culled  fair  flowers 

In  this,  and  another  clime. 
But  I  never  found  bird  or  flower  to  match 

With  those  of  the  dear  old  time  I 
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And  the  books  we  read, — how  we  scanned  ihe  page 

With  the  eager  eyes  of  love. 
And  each  lay  of  truth  or  of  old  romance 

With  tlie  thread  of  our  own  lives  wove, — 
How  we  loved  tlie  stories  of  olden  days! 

How  we  slirank  from  each  tale  of  crime! 
There  were  no  discussions  of  false  and  true, 

No  doubts,  in  the  dear  old  time! 

And  the  thoughts  we  mingled  so  gaily  then, 

Under  the  summer  trees. 
When  the  tide  of  romance  flowed  fresh  and  free 

As  the  early  morning  breeze. 
The  mail-clad  knight,  and  the  laurelled  bard. 

And  the  hero's  port  sublime, — 
How  grandly  they  flashed  thro'  the  mist  of  years 

In  the  light  of  the  dear  old  time! 

We  have  travelled  since  then  a  little  way 

In  the  mighty  realm  of  Thought, 
We  have  bent  our  knees  at  the  holy  shrines 

Where  the  great  and  wise  have  taught; — 
We  have  hung  entranced  o'er  History's  page. 

And  the  Poet's  lofty  rhyme, — 
But  I  think  our  books  are  not  quite  so  dear 

As  those  of  the  dear  old  time! 
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Ah  me!  the  pride  of  the  growing  mom 

Hath  swept  the  sweet  stars  away, 
But  I  hear  the  sound  of  the  coming  rain, 

There  are  clouds  in  the  sky  to-day — 
There's  many  a  cloud-built  castle  fair, 

And  many  a  thought  sublime, 
Wliich  have  faded  away  like  the  morning  stars 

With  the  dreams  of  the  dear  old  time. 


But  we  will  not  grieve  —  if  some  light  be  gone. 

There's  enough  remaining  yet. 
If  the  blossoms  fall,  on  the  drooping  bough 

The  golden  fruit  is  set; 
And  we  cannot  lose  all  the  airs  of  balm 

From  that  soft-enchanted  clime. 
While  our  hearts  beat  warm  with  the  tenderness 

And  the  love  of  the  dear  old  time  I 
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Glorious  Orb,  that  from  my  view 

Sank  in  purple  light! 
Thy  ruddy  beams  I  greet  anew 
O'er  the  mountain  height 
Now,  with  awakening  myriads  let  me  pray, 
Bathed  in  the  golden  haze  of  opening  day ! 

Lord!  let  my  spirit  soar 

To  Thine  eternal  Throne  I 
Unbar  the  narrow  door 

That  binds  my  senses  down  — 
Let  the  bright  forms  that  in  Thy  realm  float  by 
Pass  fresh  and  clear  before  my  gifted  eye! 


In  accents  undefiled 

To  mortals  let  me  teach 
Thy  precepts  pure  and  mild — 

Oh  I  grant  me  strength  and  speech^ 
That  the  sweet  angels  who  around  me  throng 
With  truth  and  purity  may  fill  my  song! 

Oh!  teach  me  to  disdain. 

With  spirit  firm,  not  proud. 
Thoughts  rash,  and  light,  and  vain; 
Nor  heed  the  vulgar  crowd 
Who  smile  in  scorn,  though  the  rapt  Poet's  lay 
Bear  the  bright  impress  of  Thy  lustrous  day! 

From  white-lipped  Poverty 

Protect  my  humble  home, 
Give  me  my  bread  to-day. 

And  in  the  days  to  come; — 
Lest  Inspiration,  lofty,  pure,  and  fair. 
Should  e'er  be  stifled  by  intrusive  Care! 

Thou  knowest.  Lord!  the  love 

My  spirit  bears  to  Thee; 
In  Thy  bright  courts  above. 
Oh!  let  my  portion  be, — 
Then,  Elarth's  proud  fame,  and  gifts  of  treasured  gold, 
My  steadfast  heart  from  Thee  will  never  hold! 


Wx^  pod's  Porning  igmn, 

I  feel,  my  prayer  is  heard, 

My  praise  to  Thee  ascends  — 
How  sweetly  sings  the  bird! 

The  blue  sky  o'er  me  bends^ — 
The  air  is  full  of  angel  harmonies. 
And  spirits  whisper  from  the  rustling  trees. 

Short  is  our  earthly  day, 

Our  task  is  hard  and  long! 
Before  us  lies  the  way — 

Up  then  I  be  firm  and  strong! 
Earth!  hear  the  voice  of  yonder  azure  field — 
In  light  and  Poesy  is  God  revealed! 


(from  teonkr.) 


When  the  great  ones  and  the  mighty 

Lord  it  o'er  a  fallen  race, — 
When  brute  force  and  stem  oppression 

Seize  on  Freedom's  holy  place, — 
When,  by  crushed  and  suflTering  peasants. 

Is  the  murderous  arrow  hurled, — 
When  the  heart  is  filled  with  curses, — 

Then,  Peace  leaves  the  guilty  world  1 


Day  hath  dawned  in  light  and  splendour. 

Peace  and  Pleasure  smile  on  thee; 
Hate  not,  for  the  eye  of  Heaven 

Thy  most  secret  thoughts  can  see; 
Evening  comes,  with  moon  and  starlight — 

Eve  and  Peace  aye  sisters  were — 
Shun  the  voice  of  wrath  and  rancour, 

As  thou  wouldst  the  chill  night  air! 


Shi;  tJaic^  of  feare. 


Judge  not  tlien,  tliy  erring  brotlier 

Who  from  beaten  paths  hatli  strayed; 
Canst  thou  tell  what  heavy  burden 

Fate^  perchance,  on  him  hath  laid? 
Canst  thou  tell,  how  oft,  despairingj 

With  temptation  he  has  striven? 
Canst  thou  tell  what  prayers  for  succour. 

Even  now,  he  breathes  to  Heaven? 

Thou  who,  for  thy  clamorous  anger, 

Claimest  God's  own  high  behest  I 
Tlilnk,  our  Father  calls  His  children 

All  alike,  to  share  His  rest. 
Host  thou  told  the  deep  and  boundless 

Treasures  of  Immensity? 
Hast  tliou  counted  all  tlie  riches 

Of  long-suffering  Charity? 

Many  names  in  prayer  we  give  Him 

Who  is  Father  to  us  alU — 
His  decrees  are  high  and  changeless^ — 

EartJiIy  things  must  fade  and  f^ll  I 
Who  is  nearest  to  His  footstool? 

Loves  He  simple  virtue  more 
Than  the  pompous  son  of  Science 

Who  parades  his  little  lore? 


Hear  me,  Father  of  all  mercies. 

Ruler  of  the  land  imd  sea! 
Oh!  sluiie  forth,  in  love  and  bounty. 

On  the  wretch  who  turns  from  Thee ! 
Teach  him  that  which  prompts  and  fosters 

All  things  noble,  true,  and  kind — 
Peace  on  cartli,  to  God  submission. 

Holy  love  to  all  mankind! 

Cherish  well  the  flame,  by  heaven 

Kindled  in  thy  fellow  race! 
Love  and  Peace  descend  togetlier 

From  the  Saviour's  dwelling-place. 
Of  life's  parable,  the  maxim 

Witli  a  lowly  heart  expound; 
Love  and  succour,  bless  and  })ardon 

All  God's  creatures  scattered  round ! 

Art  thou  happy?    Oh!  in  kindness 

Share  thy  riches  witli  tlie  poor. 
And  tlie  alms  that  thou  dispensest 

Shall  increase  thy  slender  store; 
Open  then  thy  hand,  and  freely — 

Give  to  all,  that  blessings  may 
Circle  round  thy  peacefiil  dwelling 

Like  the  sun's  transcendent  ray. 


ajlt(|  Wic^  of  }^mt 


Thou  mayst  tempted  be,  and  lonely, — 

Wandering  from  thy  road  astray; 
Tliroiigh  tlie  barf  of  some  cold  dungeon 

Watching  many  a  hopeless  day; 
Wrath  and  Vengeance  sink  and  smoalder 

Like  a  lialf-eitinguished  brand, 
But  Forgiveness  bums  and  brightens 

In  tlie  Saviour's  bounteous  hand. 

YfRith !  whose  star  of  hope  is  beaming 

O'er  the  imfound  Paradise, — 
From  the  summit  of  the  mountain 

Look  witli  kind,  indulgent  eyes — 
From  the  fount  of  love  undying 

Drink,  ere  Sorrow  comes  in  tears; 
Warm  tliy  heart,  ere  tliou  descendeat 

To  the  firozeti  vale  of  ye^u^  t 

Man!  who  standestj  proud  and  happy. 

On  Ambition*i3  crazy  height  1 
Ohl  be  generous  and  noble, 

Ere  thj  hair  be  streaked  with  white,^ — 
Build  thy  house  witli  patient  labour. 

Build  it  in  a  peaceful  laud — 
Give  tlij  foes  a  kindly  welcome. 

Warmly  press  each  friendly  hand! 
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97h^  ^ok^  of  ^mt. 


Wlien  tliy  feeble  steps  shall  lead  thee 

To  the  cold  vault's  narrow  door^ 
Fearlessly  then  shalt  thou  venture 

On  the  path  untried  before. 
Knowest  thou,  to  what  distant  region 

Rolls  Death's  sad  and  silent  wave? 
But  sweet  spirits  ever  circle 

Round  the  good  man's  quiet  grave. 


Scatter  blessings  then  around  thee, 

Wliile  on  earth  thou  hast  thy  home. 
Calmly,  o'er  thy  hoi)efiil  spirit, 

Shall  tlie  last  dread  summons  come. 
Sorrow,  shame,  and  stem  reproaches 

From  tliy  death-bed  far  shall  be. 
Love  and  Happiness  eternal 

Witli  their  wings  shall  sluulow  thee  1 


The  sword  of  the  nughiy  rules  over  the  world. 
Fame  soars,  like  the  eagle,  on  high, — 

Yet  oft  from  tlie  ramparts  the  banner  is  hurled  j 
Death  meets  the  proud  bird  of  the  skj* 

The  reign  of  Oppression  but  seldom  can  last. 

Like  a  storm  in  the  desert,  its  glories  are  past! 

But  Tmtb  still  survives,  like  a  conquermg  chief, 
Calm  and  bold  in  the  midst  of  the  strife ; 

Her  children  she  guides,  through  temptation  and  grief. 
To  a  peaceful  and  glorious  life; 

Through  long-distant  ages  her  voice  shall  prevail. 

For  TruOi  is  eternal,  aiid  never  can  fail. 

Right,  too,  is  eternal;  it  cannot  be  cruslied. 

Though  TvTanny  menace  it  round; 
When  the  world  at  the  feet  of  a  despot  is  hushed. 

In  the  tliougkts  of  the  just  is  it  found ; — 
By  power  proscribed  and  encompassed  with  art. 
Its  stronghold  it  rears  in  the  Patriot's  heart. 
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And  the  firm  will,  enshrined  in  the  breast  of  the  proud^ 
Prompts  to  valour  and  noble  emprise, — 

Right  seizes  its  weapons,  and  Truth  speaks  aloud. 
Till  the  nations  in  liberty  rise; — 

Whate'er  on  the  altar  of  Freedom  was  laid 

Like  a  bright  sunbeam  glitters  through  Lethe's  cold  shade. 

And  Poesy  is  not  the  breath  of  a  flower. 

The  rainbow  that  charms  us  awhile — 
Each  beautiful  thought  o'er  the  dark  grave  hath  power. 

And  brightens  the  world  with  a  smile; 
For  Beauty  is  deatliless — 'mid  pebbles  and  slime. 
Her  pure  gold  we  find  in  the  river  of  Time. 

Seek  Truth  then  in  all  things  —  let  Right  be  thy  guide. 
Let  the  Beautiftd  reign  o'er  thy  heart — 

Though  Folly  and  Error  parade  at  their  side. 
From  mankind  will  they  never  depart 

Like  a  churl,  Time  reclaims  all  that  once  he  had  given. 

But  Eternity  pays  us  with  treasures  in  heaven  I 


(from  pouschkine.) 


I  GREET  thee,  oh,  thou  friendly  Solitude  1 
Sister  of  Faith  and  Inspiration  highl 

In  blessed  indolence,  in  tranquil  mood. 
Here  let  my  days  glide  by. 

Yesl  I  am  thine  at  last — from  strife  and  keen  vexation. 
From  Life's  harsh  tumults,  do  I  fly  to  thee  once  more — 

To  the  rapt  ecstasy  of  holiest  Contemplation, 

The  voice  of  summer  fields,  the  old  oak  forests  hoar! 

I  woo  thee  now,  and  oh!  how  gladly  hasten 
From  the  bright  city  and  the  festive  throng! 

'Mid  thy  green  bowers  with  chastened  heart  I  listen. 
In  the  clear  morning,  to  the  wild  bird's  song. 
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Solitude. 


It  calls  me  forth  to  greet  the  rising  day. 

How  rich  in  flowers  the  garden  round  me  spreads! 

The  tall  trees  wave  their  rustling,  shadowy  heads — 
The  fresh  green  meadows  and  the  new-mown  hay — 

The  stream  that  munnurs  tlux)ugh  the  pleasant  land. 
Creeps  under  bushes,  through  the  \'alley  glides. 
To  mix  her  bright  waves  with  her  sister  tides — 

A  beauteous  picture,  drawn  by  God's  own  Hand  I 

Blue,  deeply  blue,  before  me  the  lake's  clear  waters  lie, — 
Fields  of  a  thousand  varied  hues,  and  green  hills  form 
its  strand, — 

With  snowy  sails,  the  fishing-boatA  go  swiftly  darting  by, 
Half  hid  beneath  tlie  glossy  leaves,  the  cheerful  hamlets  lie. 
And  docile  herds  are  ranging  through  the  sunny  pasture 
land — 

'Mid  dashing  spray  the  mill-wheel  turns,  a  mimic  water- 
fall,— 

Life,  labour,  hope,  and  blessing,  brood  o'er  all! 

Here,  Vanity  and  trifling  cares  depart. 

In  Truth  I  learn  my  only  bliss  to  find — 

A  solemn  adoration  from  my  heart 

Drives  the  light  thoughts  and  follies  of  our  kind; 

Their  loud  and  insolent  voice  no  more  I  hear. 

For  modest  woe  I  shed  a  pitying  tear; — 
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And,  with  bold  arm  and  strong. 
Right  I  maintain  against  triumpliant  Pride, 
And  rend  tlie  glittering  robes  of  ])omp,  that  hide 

The  weak  and  sinful  throng. 

To  thee  I  turn,  great  Oracle  of  Time! 

Comfort  and  Courage  at  thy  side  appear, — 
In  the  dim  twilight  of  thy  haunts  sublime 

My  spirit  wakes,  thy  warning  voice  to  hear. 
It  calls  me  fi*om  my  long  and  useless  dreaming, 

With  new-bom  strength  my  daily  tasks  I  ply; 
And  the  great  thoughts  which  thou  hast  called  to  being. 

Like  corn  seeds  in  my  soul's  deep  chambers  lie! 


(rKOM  I'OUftCHKIBTE.) 


Oh!  sing,  sweet  Lady!  sing  no  more 

Georgia's  melancholy  lays, — 
They  wake  a  dream,  a  moumfiil  dream 

Of  distant  homes,  of  happier  days! 
Of  grief  and  pain,  a  spectral  train. 

With  each  soft  cadence  gatlier  near; 
The  dreary  steppes,  the  moonlit  nights, 

The  well-known  face,  the  child's  first  tear! 

And  one  sweet  phantom  —  when  thou'rt  mute, 

At  tliy  dear  side  it  may  not  stay; — 
Thy  voice  hath  broke  tlie  sj)ell  —  it  comes 

Once  more,  to  summon  me  away. 
Then  sing,  sweet  Lady!  sing  no  more 

Georgia's  melancholy  lays, — 
They  wake  a  dream,  a  mournful  dream 

Of  distant  homes,  of  happier  days! 


(from  the  8AMK.) 


With  drooping  head^  at  Eden's  gate 
An  Angel  stands,  a  form  of  light; 

From  the  deep  gulf  of  crime  and  hate 
The  demon  wings  his  upward  flight. 

Spirit  of  doubt,  and  pride  overthrown  1 
As  on  that  form  his  dark  eyes  rest, 

Remorse  and  shame,  till  then  unknown. 
Steal  gently  o'er  his  haughty  breast 

"Sweet  child  of  heaven!  not  in  vain 

Thy  smile  hath  met  this  glance  of  mine 

Not  all  things  earthly  I  disdain, 
I  hate  not  all  that  is  divine!" 


%  §nm. 


(from  uhland.) 


I  DREAMED^  upou  a  rocky  height 

In  cahn  repose  I  lay, 
'Twas  close  beside  the  ocean  strand, — 
Beneath  me  spread  the  fertile  land. 

And  tossed  the  feathery  spray. 

I  saw  a  stately  galley,  moored 

In  a  little  creek  below. 
Her  coloured  sails  waved  in  the  breeze. 
Her  prow  impatient  ploughed  the  seas. 

As  though  she  longed  to  go. 

Down  from  the  distant  mountains  came 

A  troop,  with  shouts  of  glee; 
Like  angels  fair  their  vestments  shone. 
Each  wore  a  glorious  floral  crown. 
And  hastened  towards  the  sea. 
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First  in  tlie  march,  a  noisy  group 

Of  laughing  children  came; 
Then  noble  youths  and  maidens  young 
Who  touched  the  lyre,  and  sweetly  sung, 

Or  joined  the  merry  game. 

They  called  to  the  grey-haired  seaman, — 

"Fain  would  we  sail  with  thee; 
We  are  the  sprites  of  love  and  mirth, 
We  long  to  quit  the  darksome  earth. 
And  from  mankind  to  flee  I" 

He  bade  them  welcome  to  his  bark, 
That  bright  and  joyous  train; — 
"Yet  speak,  ye  dear  onesl  of  your  kind. 
Say,  does  not  one  remain  beliind 
On  moimtain,  grove,  or  plain?" 

"Our  numbers  are  complete,"  they  cried, 
"Haste,  haste,  we  cannot  stay!" — 

The  winds  arose,  the  sails  were  spread, — 

In  the  blue  distance,  vanished 

Earth's  hopes  and  pleasures  gay! 


(from  uut^nd.) 


On  the  cold  bier  lieth  the  Minstrel  now, 
The  song  from  his  lip  hath  flown. 

And  a  faded  laurel  decks  the  brow. 
Where  the  light  of  Genius  shone. 


They  have  laid  beside  him  his  dying  strain. 

The  sweetest  and  the  last — 
And  liis  lyre  —  Wliat  touch  shall  wake  again 

The  strings  where  his  hand  hath  pass'd? 


He  sleepeth  a  calm  and  dreamless  sleep. 
But  his  songs  reach  every  ear, 

And  they  tlirill  the  hearts  of  all  who  weep 
By  the  Minstrel's  early  bier. 
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Now,  many  a  year  hath  passed  away; 

O'er  his  tomb  the  cypress  grows. 
And  all  who  mourned  for  the  bard's  decay 

Are  hushed  in  their  last  repose. 

Yet,  as  the  spring,  o'er  moor  and  hill. 

Brings  health  and  vigour  new. 
In  our  distant  age,  lives  the  Minstrel  still. 

Immortal,  wise,  and  true. 

He  unites  the  living  and  the  dead, 

For  the  grave  hath  no  power  to  kill; — 

The  past,  whose  tears  o'er  his  grave  were  shed. 
In  his  sweet  verse  liveth  stilL 


(from  DE8  KTCABRN  WCNDERUORN.) 


The  dove,  let  loose  from  Noali's  ark. 
Hovered  o'er  waters  wild  and  dark. 

Nor  soiled  her  snowy  wing; 
Back  to  the  Patriarch  she  flew. 
And  in  his  bosom  found  anew, 

The  rest  Earth  could  not  bring. 


So,  to  a  world  with  sorrow  fraught. 
By  God  sustained,  the  Virgin  brought. 

Against  her  foes'  array, 
A  soul  too  high,  a  mind  too  pure 
The  taint  of  evil  to  endiu^, — 

Look  on  her  face,  and  pray! 


(from  MAKMIER'8  translation  of  8TAGNELIDS.) 


The  birds  are  flying  southward,  they  have  left  the  Swedish 
strand, 

They  are  hasting  on  their  small  fleet  wings  to  another 
happier  land, 

And  their  voice  comes  softly,  plaintively,  across  the  ocean 
bright — 

"To  what  unknown  and  distant  shore  doth  God  direct  our 
flight? 

"  We  loved  the  grand  old  Northern  world  in  the  joyous 
siunmer-time, 

We  built  with  care  our  leafy  nests  beneath  tlie  shady 
lime ; 

The  wind  sighed  tlu-ough  our  forest  home  with  a  strange 

and  fitful  tone — 
But  now  we  hasten  far  away,  to  a  land  unloved,  unknown. 
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"In  the  dark  pine  woods,  how  glorious,  how  beantifnl  was 
niglit, 

Witli  lier  crown  of  stars  and  star-like  flowers,  and  her 

tresses  long  and  bright  1 
And  we  joyed  to  hear  her  many  tales,  till  the  morning's 

golden  car 

In  a  flood  of  gorgeous  light  appeared  on  the  purple  hills 
afar. 

"The  green  tree  spread  its  shade  abroad,  and  showered 
down  the  dew 

Like  pearls  upon  the  mossy  grass,  where  the  blushing 
roses  grew; 

Now,  the  oak  stands  bare  and  leafless,  and  the  rose  is 
lying  low, 

Tlie  tempest  raves,  the  dewy  turf   is   buried    in  the 
snow. 

**  Why  linger  mid  such  gloomy  scenes  ?     The  sun  is 
growing  dim ; 

From  Nature's  grave  what  voice  shall   raise  the  loud 

triumphal  hjann? 
The  wings  that  God  has  given  us,  we  will  spread  them 

and  depart, — 

Hail   to  thee!   hail,  mysterious  voice  from  tlie  ocean's 
mighty  heart!" 
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Twas  thus  the  birds  of  passage  sang,  as  they  left  our 

sounding  strand — 
Soon  will   they  rest  amid    the   flowers  of  the  happy 

Southern  land, 

Where,  mid  groves  of  fragrant  myrtles,  the  blue  streamlet 
murmurs  by. 

And  the  A^ineyards  and  the  olive  groves  give  back  their 
songs  of  joy. 


Oh  I  weary  heart  that  pineth  with  a  vain  and  deep  r^ret 
When  the  Autxmm  blast  sweeps  hoarsely  round,  and  thine 

April  sun  hath  set. 
Think,  the  swallow  finds  a  lovely  home  across  the  troubled 

sea. 

And,  far  beyond  the  silent  grave,  a  bright  land  smiles 
for  thee  I 


(from  PUU8CUKINE.) 


The  gloom  is  departing,  the  storm  Iiath  passed  by, 
Wliy  alone  dost  thou  linger,  dark  cloud  in  the  sky! 
Casting  deep  shades  on  tlie  hedgerows  so  gay. 
Saddening  the  brow  of  tlie  young  summer  day? 

Thou  hast  long  veiled  the  heavens  with  thy  dark  leaden  hue 
That  the  swift  forked  lightnings  broke  flickering  through, 
And  the  voice  of  the  thunder  rolled  over  tlie  plain. 
And  the  thirsty  sod  drank  in  tlie  loud  dropping  rain; 

But  the  earth  is  at  rest  now,  the  storm  hath  passed  by. 
Leave  us,  oh!  leave  us,  last  cloud  of  the  sky  I 
Let  the  breeze,  mid  the  leaves  of  the  rose  trees  at  play. 
From  the  bright  realms  of  sunshine  soon  waft  thee  away! 


The  siin  went  down,  and  evening  came,  the  evening  calm 
and  mildj 

Batliing  in  languid  purple  light  the  village  and  the  wild ; 
The  toil  of  busy  day  was  o'er,  ^d,  cheerfiil  and  content, 
Back  to  their  homes,  in  noisy  groups  light-hearted  peasants 
went 

A  heavy  burden  had  they  borae,  success  their  efforts  crowned, 
The  foeman's  routed  hosts  had  fled,  or  strew  ed  the  crimson 
ground, — 

To  battle  went  they  forth  at  mom  with  drums  and  bugles  wild. 
And  on  the  field  of  Victory  tiie  balmy  ovening  smiled. 

Close  by  the  plain  where  armies  met  in  strife  that  livelong 
day, 

A  cottage  stood,  a  quiet  home,  beside  the  winding  way ; 
And  at  its  door  a  maiden  sate,  w^ith  sad  and  anxious  eye, 
Watching  the  bands  of  armed  men  that  tlirough  the  field 
swept  by< 
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She  watched  as  one  who  seeks  a  friend,  in  sorrow  and  dismay, — 
A  deeper  flush  tlian  sunset's  glow  upon  her  wet  cheek  lay, — 
So  motionless  and  still  she  sate,  in  her  silent  grief  apart. 
Ye  might  have  heard,  when  all  was  hushed,  the  beating  of  her 
heart 

And  mournfully  before  her  door  she  saw  the  crowd  defile, 
One  deep  and  earnest  question  asked  her  lifted  face  the  while ; 
No  word  she  spoke,  no  name  she  breathed,  yet  firequent  was 
the  sigh 

That  heaved  her  aching  breast,  and  brought  the  moisture  to 
her  eye. 

But  when  the  march  was  over,  and  silence  came  at  last, 
The  fearful  calm  of  dark  suspense  from  the  maiden's  visage 
pass'd; 

She  spake  not,  moved  not, —  in  her  hands  she  hid  her  fore- 
head wan. 

And  large,  warm  tears  across  her  cheek  in  gushing  torrents  ran. 

Why  weepest  thou,  oh  I  maiden  mine  I  when  hope  is  budding 
near? 

O  daughter  I  hear  thy  mother's  words,  and  dry  the  starting 
tear, — 

He,  whose  loved  form  amidst  the  crowd  thy  watchful  glance 
bath  sought. 

He  lives,  for  thy  sake  lives  he  yet,— on  thee,  my  child  I  he 
thought  I 
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'^He  heard  my  prudent  counsel  j  not  in  danger's  pathjs  to  stray; 
It  was  my  parting  word  to  Iiiuij  when  he  hurried  forth  to-day ; 
Unwillingly  he  joined  the  host,  nor  fame  nor  triumph 
sought, — 

On  hours  of  past  and  future  blisSj  on  thee,  niy  child !  ho 
thought ! " 

Then  tremhlmgly  the  mat4en  rose,  as  one  who  sudden  heai*s 
Of  griefs  tliat  blast  the  troubled  heart,  and  chill  foreboding 
fears ; — 

Once  more  across  the  plain  she  gazed,  where  lately  rj^ed  the 
fight, 

Then  passed  along  the  winding  lane,  and  vanished  from  the 
sight. 

Slowly  the  lagging  hours  went  by^  the  night  was  waning  fast. 
And  silver  wliite  the  fleecy  clouds  o'er  the  dome  of  heaven 
pass*d  J — 

"  Where  art  tliou,  child  ?  —  with  smiles  of  joy  the  coming 
inoniing  greet. 

The  rosy  dawn  once  more  shall  bring  thy  lover  to  ihy 
feet  I" 

Reluctantly  the  maiden  came,  close  to  her  mother's  knee ; 
No  tear  was  in  her  downcast  eye,  her  step  was  fii*m  and  free. 
But  the  hand  she  gave  was  icy  cold^  her  voice  was  low  and 
weak, 

And  whiter  than  the  fleecy  clouds  appeared  her  pallid  cheek. 


290  aiif  djottajgc  JJlaidtn. 

Make  me  a  grave,  O  Mother  dear  I  my  life  hath  felt  the 
blight,— 

The  man  to  whom  my  heart  was  given,  like  a  craven  left  the 
fight,— 

On  me  he  tliought,  and  on  himself, — thy  warning  voice 
obeyed, 

Deceived  his  noble  comrades'  tmst,  his  fatherland  betrayed ! 

I  sought  him  mid  the  ghastly  dead,  till  came  the  morning 
grey— 

Those  well-known  features  found  I  not,  mid  all  who  round 
me  lay — 

O  Motlier !  to  the  silent  tomb,  irom  shame  I  fain  would  fly. 
Among  the  slain  I  found  him  not,  and  therefore  let  me  die  ! " 


'*  Sweet  was  the  fancj  of  those  antique  ages 

That  put  a  heart  in  every  stirring  leaf, 
Writing  deep  morals  upon  Nature's  pages. 
Turning  sweet  flowers  into  deathless  sages, 
To  calm  our  joy  and  sanctify  our  grief  I" 

Habtlet  Colbridub. 


Iqds  and  <^lorot\z. 


Birds  and  Flowers !  Birds  and  Flowers ! 

Signs  are  ye  of  all  sunny  hours — 

Of  the  insect-voices  that  murmur  by. 

Of  the  laughing  earth,  and  the  free  blue  sky — 

The  grassy  dingles,  and  shady  dells, 

Where  the  cowslip  blooms,  and  the  gipsy  dwells, — 

The  river,  that  calls  from  its  bed  of  stone 

To  the  whispering  trees  in  the  forest  lone, — 

The  cot,  round  whose  cheerftil  lattice  twine 
The  early  rose  and  the  clustering  vine, — 
The  lights  and  shadows,  that  veering  pass 
On  a  summer's  day,  o'er  the  new-mown  grass! 
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^ivfii  and  powers. 


Birds  and  Flowers !  Birds  and  Flowers ! 
Types  are  ye  of  our  own  bright  hours^ — 
Of  the  fount  of  tenderest  love,  which  lies 
In  the  full  heart's  inmost  mysteries. 

Thought,  like  the  bird,  from  its  rapid  wing 
Breaks  the  galling  fetters  that  round  it  cling. 
And  soars  aloft,  over  change  and  death. 
Through  the  night  of  Time,  to  the  dawn  of  Faith 

But  the  lowly  flowers,  that  have  their  birth 
In  nooks  and  fields  of  the  weeping  earth. 
Are  memories,  culled  on  Life's  distant  track. 
Which,  in  serious  hours,  we  oft  call  back. 

In  them  are  garnered  the  hopes  and  fears. 
The  sorrows  and  joys  of  departed  years, — 
But  they  soothe  the  spirit,  and  o'er  it  cast 
Odours  and  shadows  of  things  long  past! 


Tiak  -rZiZ  'JL  ':ijk  ■u^yr'jwjnL  vuwl 
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Oh!  the  Nettle  is  a  churlish  plant. 

He  invades  the  forest  bowers. 
And  he  hides  the  modest  child  of  Spring 

From  the  eyes  of  her  sister  flowers — 
Yet,  as  a  shield  from  the  pattering  rain. 

And  the  fierce  sun's  scorching  heat. 
His  broad  leaves  spread  o'er  the  drooping  head 

Of  the  Violet  at  his  feet. 

There  are  hearts  that,  like  the  Violet, 

Shrink  from  the  world's  rude  glare; 
Ye  find  dicm  not  in  the  crowded  halls. 

Where  wit  and  mirth  repair; 
But  all  lowly  natures  like  themselves 

In  friendship  with  them  dwell. 
The  truth  they  prize,  and  the  love  which  lies 

In  the  fond  heart's  secret  cell. 

Across  Life's  dreary  waste  they  spread 

Love's  fairy  diadem, 
And  the  churlish  natures  of  the  earth 

Grow  gentle  and  kind  to  them; 
And  the  whelming  storm,  that  scatters  wide 

The  gay  and  heartless  throng, 
But  calls  to  mind  the  wealth,  enslu*ined 

Their  souls'  deep  founts  among. 


Deal  gently  with  those  lowly  hearts. 

Though  others  pass  them  by 
With  a  scornful  smile,  and  a  c£u:eless  word. 

And  a  cold,  unfriendly  eye; 
For  when  thy  head  with  grief  is  bowed, 

And  tliy  scanty  locks  are  grey. 
Faithful  to  thee  those  friends  will  be. 

And  firagrant  in  decay  I 


^ht  ©ml 


Most  grave  and  solitary  bird,  perched  on  the  Castle  wall. 
Where  tremblingly  the  quivering  leaves  of  pendent  ivy 
fall,— 

With  drooping  wings,  and  staring  eyes,  like  a  gossip 

chuckling  o'er 
A  little  bit  of  scandal  she  had  never  heard  before! 

So  innocent  and  sage  thou  look'st,  as  if,  enwrapped  in 
shade. 

No  tumult  hadst  thou  ever  caused,  no  pranks  of  mischief 
played ; 

Yet  many  a  tale  of  souls  unblest  o'er  the  dark  earth 

wandering  free. 
Of  wizard  grim  and  goblin  pale,  might  we  trace  home  to 

thee. 
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Thy  "  goggle-eyes liave  often  seared  whole  households 
with  afinght. 

Peering  like  spectres  through  the  glasa  at  the  murky  dead 
of  night. 

When  maida  aghastj  by  twos  and  tlirees,  went  trembling 
off  to  bed. 

Secured  the  bolted  door,  and  drew  the  sheets  above  their 
head  I 

A  Gentleman  thou  surely  art  —  too  proud  a  thought  to 

waste 

On  modem  homes  and  vulgar  towns;  thy  true  patrician 
taste 

In  ruined  halls  and  lonely  towers  prefers  to  dwell  at  ease, 
With  relics  of  departed  times  and  musty  pedigrees. 

m 

Thou  lov'st  the  face  of  Nature  too^  when  the  garish  sun 
hath  set — 

When  man  hatli  left  the  sOent  fields,  and  the  earth  witli 

dew  h  wet; 

On  mngn  outstretched  thou  soarest  then — ^ohl  do  I  deem 
thee  right, 

A  Poet  and  Philosopher,  thou  hoaiy  Anchorite  f 


Hast  thou  e'er  seen  a  maiden,  newly  diglit 

In  festal  robes,  and  marked  tlie  sudden  blush 
Of  modesty  and  joy,  with  conscious  flush 
Iler  damask  cheek  suffusing?  —  from  die  light 

And  noise  of  crowded  halls  awhile  she  shrinks: 
Kv'n  so,  yon  flower,  uiwn  her  leafy  stem. 
So  young,  so  fair,  the  parterre's  choicest  gem. 

From  strangers  seeks  her  charms  to  hide,  metliinks. 
Her  buds,  half  blown,  from  out  tlieir  dewy  veil 
Of  freshest  moss,  a  perfume  sweet  exhale. 

Soft  as  the  whispered  sigh  of  dreaming  fays — 
Oh !  thus  across  the  heart  oppressed,  o'erwom 
By  constant  toil  and  care,  at  times  are  borne 
The  blessed  memories  of  happier  days ! 


Tis  the  end  of  chill  September, 

Leaves  are  dropping  on  the  ground. 

And  the  wind  sweeps  through  tlie  branches 
With  a  strange  and  mournful  sound; 

Cheerless  lie  the  fields  deserted. 

Cheerless  seems  the  dull  grey  sky, 

While,  from  hall  and  farmstead  trooping. 
Birds  of  passage  homeward  fly — 

Hasting  towards  a  simnier  climate 

Where  no  frost  hath  dimmed  the  flowers — 
From  life's  fitful  toil  and  sorrow. 

Oh!  could  such  a  flight  be  ours! 
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Could  it  be? — and  hath  not  each  one 
In  his  heart  a  world  unseen. 

Where,  though  troubles  round  him  gather, 
All  is  tranquil,  all  serene? 

Thought  and  Study,  peace  and  profit 
To  tlieir  gentle  votaries  give; 

Sweet  Religion,  pure  and  patient. 
Bids  her  sister  Hope  revive; 

Fancy  sheds  her  glorious  lustre 

O'er  the  pathway  bleak  and  cold. 

Like  the  sun  above  the  hilltops. 
Turning  all  the  mists  to  gold! 

Seek  not  outward  consolations, 
When  tliy  wintry  days  begin; 

Love  and  Friendship  cannot  cheer  thee. 
If  the  void  be  felt  within. 

In  thy  breast,  by  God  implanted, 

Wells  a  fountain  fresh  and  pure, — 

Drink  then  of  its  living  waters. 
Learn  to  struggle  and  endure! 
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There,  a  flame  of  love  undying 

Bums  with  calm  and  quenchless  ray, — 
Let  it  guide  thy  spirit  upward. 

To  the  cloudless  peaceful  day! 

Then  go  forth,  refreshed  and  strengthened. 
Bid  Griefs  icy  clouds  depart. 

Shed  around  thy  household  circle 

Summer  from  thine  own  warm  heart! 


Gat  courtiers  arc  jo  to  tlio  Queen  of  Flowers, 

In  robes  of  quaint  device  and  gorgeous  hue; 

The  free  and  healthful  breeze  ye  never  knew. 
That  stirs  the  rich  leaves  of  our  forest  bowers; 

Of  Childhood's  merry  days  ye  do  not  speak; 
Emblems  are  ye  of  pomp  and  regal  state, 
S{)Iendours  tliat  make  die  lone  heart  desolate. 

And  chase  the  bright  smile  from  the  pallid  cheek. 
For  yo  disdain  the  banks  of  lowly  thyme. 

And  sliady  haunts  where,  from  tlie  woodbine  wreaths, 
Delicious  odours  on  the  winds  are  flung — 
Yet  are  ye  welcome  to  our  chilly  clime, 

For  beautiful  is  every  voice  that  breathes 
The  name  of  Ood,  tliough  in  a  foreign  tongue! 


BiBD  of  the  gentle  breast! 

Emblem  of  Peace  and  Rest! 
In  the  lone  forest  thou  lovest  to  dwell. 

Where  the  wild  violets  bloom^ 

And  the  tall  waving  broom 
Sheds  it^  gold  clusters  on  upland  and  delL 

Through  green  leaves  overhead, 

Softly  the  light  is  shed 
On  the  bright  moss  and  the  oaks'  giant  stems; 

And  the  small  brooks  that  pass 

Through  the  long,  tangled  grass. 
Dance  in  the  sunshine,  and  sparkle  like  gems. 

Nought  breaks  the  solitude 

Of  the  dim,  pleasant  wood. 
Save  the  faint  chime  of  the  far  Sabbath  bell; 

And  peals  of  laughter  sweet. 

When  merry  children  meet. 
Gathering  the  crocus  and  red  pimpernel 
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STh^  gore- 


Munnuring  drowsily, 

On  flics  the  honey-bee, 
And  the  rose  greeteth  his  kiss  witli  a  smile; 

And  tlie  proud  crested  troes 

Bow,  when  the  fickle  breeze 
In  their  rich  foliage  lingers  awhile. 

Gently  the  leaves  are  stirred, 
'And  thy  sweet  voice  is  heard, 

liising  in  mehnly,  O  brooding  Dove  I 
Till  every  sound  is  stilled. 
And  the  hushed  air  is  filled 

With  the  sweet  incense  of  Music  and  Love! 

Blessed  is  he  who  dwells 


Far  from  the  world's  cold  spells. 
Breathes  the  pure  mountain  air,  treads  the  smootli  sod ; 

Who,  from  his  earliest  youth, 

Leanietli  tliis  mighty  trutli. 
That  the  green  solitudes  lead  us  to  God! 


)  cpei  I 


#  ,  

A  IX4JWER  tliere  is,  of  soft  and  fragrant  breath. 
Pure  as  the  Uioughis  of  some  devoted  Nun; 
Its  white  and  delicate  heUsj  that  shrink  beneath 
The  coronal  of  leaves  tliat  o'er  them  wreath, 
A  lesson  teach,  a  high  and  solemn  onel 

Yifll  'tis  a  consecrated  flower  I  —  for  He, 

Who  to  a  sin^l  world  Himself  revealed, 
And  drained  the  bitterest  cup  of  miseiy, — 
To  check  tlie  groans  of  murmuring  Poverty, 
Sweet  counsels  drew  from  lilies  of  the  field  I 

And  ever  since  tlmt  hour,  to  Cliristian  eyes 

Far  lovelier  tliat  fragile  thing  appears. 
Than  plants  tliat  flaunt  them  in  the  richest  dyes 
That  Natiu^  jields,  or  boasted  Art  ^applies — 
A  patient  mourner^  beautiful  in  tears! 

A  balm  there  is,  of  healthful  vigour,  lent 

The  flawing  pinions  of  the  soul  to  raise, — 
A  gleam  of  pious  hope  and  comfort,  sent 
To  clear  tlie  brow  of  pining  Discontent^ 

And  fill  the  drooping  heart  vrith  faitli  and  praise. 


Like  a  largo  wntcr-lilj  on  a  lake 

Transimreiit,  bco  the  Swan  in  beauty  glide; 

A  virgin  lustre,  from  her  jxMirly  side 
She  casts  upon  the  waters,  and  doth  make 

Them  placid  as  herself.  —  Around  her  grow 
Tall  rushes,  by  the  veering  zephyrs  swayed 
Inconstant,  and  they  cast  a  transient  shade. 

Which  dims,  but  cannot  soil,  those  wings  of  snow. 
Majestic  bird  I  oh  I  could  my  heart  like  tliee. 

Fearless  and  iinn,  on  perilous  journey  bound, 

With  hallowed  tlioughts  and  gentlest  wislics  crowned. 
Sail  on,  and  on,  across  Life's  stonny  sea. 

Though  troubles  came,  and  evil  hedged  it  round. 
Serene  and  8;ife  in  its  own  purity! 


lot  i  1(1  (Jloujira, 


Thet  are  springing  up  mid  the  forest  bowers, 
In  their  radiant  be^iufrf,  the  fresh  Wild  Floweoral 
In  the  winding  lanes,  by  the  river's  bed, 
0*er  the  meadows  wide  are  their  riches  spre^ ; 
Making  the  paths  and  tlic  hedgerows  briglit 
With  wreaths  of  purple,  and  gold,  and  wliite, 
O'er  whose  petak,  bare  to  tlie  glowing  sky, 
Kang  the  bee,  and  the  wandering  butterfly  I 

Some  are  hiding,  like  cloistered  maids. 

In  the  farthest  depUis  of  the  lonely  glades^ 

And  the  peaxly  tears  of  the  youtlifiil  mora 

Their  drooping  chalices  adorn ; 

And  some  on  the  hanks,  where  the  sun  loves  best 

In  the  light  of  his  golden  beams  to  rest, 

Are  listening  with  rapture,  the  whole  day  long, 

To  the  rich,  sweet  notes  of  the  robin's  song. 
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Gems  of  the  forest!  what  treasures  rare 

May  witli  your  various  tints  compare? 

The  pearls  tliat  far  down  in  the  ocean  sliine, 

Or  the  emerald,  torn  from  the  distant  mine? 

They  deck,  in  many  a  festive  place. 

The  queenlike  form,  and  tlie  beauteous  face, — 

Ye  crown  the  wastes  and  the  dewy  sod 

With  a  diadem  fresh  from  the  hand  of  God  I 

The  Poet  loves  in  your  leaves  to  trace 
Tlie  steps  of  the  tiny  Elfin  race. 
And  to  call  back  ihe  days  when,  in  copses  lone. 
The  velvet  moss  was  the  fairies'  throne; 
Wlien  the  Dryad's  oak,  and  the  Naiad's  grot 
Hallowed  each  green,  sequestered  spot, — 
And  the  crowding  thoughts  of  liis  fertile  brain 
People  the  haunted  woods  again. 

The  child,  in  whose  busy  fancies  lie 

The  germs  of  creative  Poesy, — 

Doth  he  not  joy,  in  the  grassy  dell. 

To  cull  the  primrose  and  blue  harebell, 

Returning  laden,  at  evening  hour. 

With  the  fragrant  spoils  of  heath  and  bower  ^ — 

Joy  deeper  and  purer  than  ever  again 

His  heart  shall  greet  in  a  world  of  pain! 
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And  oil  I  when  the  days  of  sorrow  come. 
When  atrangers  dwell  in  the  once^loved  home» — 
When  the  kindred  footslepa  tliat  with  him  trod 
The  flowery  earth,  rest  beneath  the  sod, — 
When  the  voices  tliat  i^aily  laughed  of  yore. 
Respond  to  his  frequent  call  no  more, — 
Thoughts  sad,  yet  sweet,  of  those  Tanished  hour^. 
Ye  waft  o'er  his  spirit,  ye  fair  Wild  Flowers! 

Thou  who  hast  struggled  and  toiled  in  vain. 
Who  haat  felt  tlie  blast  of  tlie  w^orld's  disdain. 
Who  hast  seen  all  thy  joyous  day-dreams  fade, 
Tliine  early  friends  in  the  churchyard  laid. 
And  hast  lost,  in  tlie  tnmult  of  hopes  aad  fears, 
The  warm,  fresh  heart  of  thy  liappier  years, — 
WouJdst  thou  break  the  cltaiu  that  still  binds  thee  fast? 
Wouldst  thou  caU  ha^:k  the  joys  of  the  sinless  past? 

Oh!  come  to  tlie  woods,  and  witli  docile  ear 

The  friendly  teat^nngs  of  Nature  hear^ 

Learn  to  pardon  and  love  mankind. 

To  suffer  with  patient  and  quiet  mind; 

And  the  stern,  proud  feelings,  the  bitter  strife. 

The  toils  and  trials  of  busy  life, 

Shall  melt  from  thy  heart  like  an  April  shower. 

At  tlie  fragrant  breath  of  one  sweet  Wild  Flower! 


SFhil  falcon. 


Pebched  on  an  old  tree's  gnarled  and  mossy  bough, 

As  though  he  longed  once  more  aloft  to  spring. 
With  folded  wings  the  Falcon  resteth  now. 

Mid  glossy  leaves,  and  many  a  pleasant  thing — 
He  rests,  but  like  a  soldier,  in  whose  hand 

The  spear  and  javelin  are  gleaming  still. 
Awaiting  but  the  bugle's  shrill  command. 

Their  fierce  and  deadly  mission  to  fulfiL 
Erelong,  the  lark  within  her  nest  shall  quail. 

When  those  swift  pinions  cleave  the  yielding  air, 
And  the  green  simimer  leaves  shall  fall  like  hail. 

Startling  beneath  the  ferns  the  crouching  hare; 
And  cries  of  terror,  in  the  calm  glades  heard. 

Proclaim  the  triumph  of  the  Warrior  Bird  I 


I  DEARLY  love  the  Rowan  Tree  I    Among  the  woods  it  grew, 
Where  free  aa  air>  tJie  merry  days  of  careless  Childliood  flew ; 
What  peals  of  joyous  laughter  rang  through  the  pleasant 
forest  shade  t 

What  noisy  ganies>  with  loving  friends,  around  ita  stem  we 

played ! 

Of  studious  hours  it  speaketh  too,  of  books  I  loved  so  wellj 
Of  daily  lessons,  conned  with  care  in  many  a  quiet  dell, — 
While  dreams  of  Love  and  Poesy,  Romance  with  all  her  train 
Of  pomp  and  by-gone  Cliivalry,  went  floating  through  my 
brain, 

I  dearly  love  the  Rowan  Tree !    I  love  the  plaintive  song 
That  tells  wliat  sweet  and  saddening  thoughts  to  its  drooping 
leaves  belong  i 

I  heard  it  first  in  foreign  lands,  and  it  filled  my  heart  witli 
pain, 

With  yearnings  for  the  native  air  I  might  not  breathe  again  I 


Twas  sung  by  one,  who  in  our  joy  or  sadness  bore  a  part, 
A  maiden  loving,  fair  and  good — a  Sister  of  the  heart ! 
And  when  I  see  the  graceful  boughs  'neatli  their  scarlet 
clusters  bend. 

It  wings  my  thoughts  again  to  her,  my  dear  and  gentle 
Friend  I 

I  dearly  love  the  Rowan  Tree  1    It  ever  brings  to  mind 
The  present,  cheerful  and  content,  with  distant  storms 
combined ; 

Serene  and  safe,  in  happy  ease  I  muse  upon  the  past. 
Recalling  many  a  by-gone  scene,  in  faithful  Memory  glass'd ; — 
True  I  sorrows  deep  and  manifold  my  weary  heart  hath  known, 
But  many  rays  of  hope  and  love  o'er  the  darkest  hours  were 
thrown, — 

The  sun  hath  burst  through  drifting  clouds  that  hid  the  azure 
dome. 

And  my  roving  bark  is  anchored  now,  in  a  happy  English 
home! 


Christmas,  1854. 


A  noim  UiDugbt  it  was^  when  pilgrims  wandered 

In  bj-gone  agea,  over  hallowed  groundt 
At  aonie  famed  Altar  vows  and  prayers  they  rendered. 

And  tliG  rich  gifts  of  life  and  healing  found 

Chaplets  of  flowers  they  wove,  ere  tliey  departed. 
And  hung  thera  on  tlie  consecrated  wall, 

Tliat  those  who  came,  depressed  and  broken-hearted^ 
Might  learn  like  tJiem  to  pray^  and  hope  tlirotigh  all  I 

A  pilgrim  I,  with  new  and  strange  emotion^ 

Turning  from  scenes  where  many  an  hour  hatli  paasM, 

Pausing  awhile  to  breathe,  in  fond  devotion, 

One  parting  word,  one  sad  fareweU  —  the  last  ! 

What  days  of  silent  grief,  what  vain  endeavouri. 
And  throngs  of  sad  forebodings.  Memory  brings! 

Tlie  storm  ie  hushed  now,  but  my  heart  still  quivers 
To  the  rough  wind  that  lately  swept  its  strings. 
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A  Friend  wert  tliou  —  in  scenes  of  anguish  soothing 
My  troubled  spirit  wijth  untiring  care, — 

A  blessed  Star,  mid  tempests  calmly  beaming — 
A  liallowed  shrine  to  me,  O  House  of  Prayer! 

Hallowed  by  thoughts  that,  like  a  white-winged  sea-bird, 
Shed  gleams  of  brightness  o'er  my  darkened  hours, — 

By  glorious  hopes  that  led  the  spirit  upward, — 
Sweet  as  the  dew  of  eve  to  drooping  flowers  I 

By  words  of  solemn  counsel  gently  spoken, — 

By  grateful  feelings  witli  each  prayer  entwined, — 

Oh  I  may  their  fragrance  linger  yet  unbroken. 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  my  soul  enshrined! 

Bright  days  of  summer,  when  the  lime-tree's  shadow 
Fell  on  the  churchyard  grass,  so  cool  and  calm. 

While  on  tlie  soft  air's  wing,  through  i)orch  and  window. 
Floated  the  accents  of  the  holy  Psalm. 

Ah !  never  more,  beneath  those  shady  lindens. 
With  willing  haste,  my  footsteps  shall  repair; 

Yet  still,  when  sound  the  cliimes  on  Sabbath  mornings. 
My  heart,  I  know,  will  often  worsliip  tlierel 
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It  needs  no  pictured  form,  m  fancied  semblanc€| 
To  paint  thine  image  to  mj  distant  eyej — 

Willie  life  remainst  tliy  namei  in  my  pemombnmce, 
li  linked  with  holiest  thoughta  that  cannot  die^ 

Long  be  thy  courts  with  worshippers  replenished! 

Long  may  thy  walla  to  sacr^  anthems  sound ! 
And  lips,  whose  accents  by  the  poor  are  cherished, 

Spread  the  **glad  tidings"  of  Salvation  round t 

Here  may  the  mourner  come,  to  God  revealing 

Each  blighting  grief,  each  throe  of  mortal  pain, — 

And  find,  bcforo  thy  holy  Altar  kneeUug, 

Tha^  peace  and  comfort  none  e'er  sought  in  vain! 

And  ohl  may  He,  whose  powerftil  arm  defendeth 
His  chosen  Church  from  Errors  deiidliest  shock* 

Accept  each  prayer  tliat  from  thine  aisles  ascendeth, 
Blessing  alike  the  Pastor  and  liis  flock  1 


Wtht^n  In  an  oU  <#mtl$  'gMt 


Since  first  thy  words^  O  Sacred  Volomel  brought 

Comfort  and  hope  to  cheer  the  sons  of  men. 
O'er  thee  have  rolled,  with  change  and  sorrow  fraught. 
Some  fourscore  years  and  ten  I 

And,  couldst  thou  speak,  what  tales  of  social  joys. 

Or  moumfiil  vigils,  would  thy  leaves  unfold — 
Tales  of  rich  hopes  that  Time's  rude  touch  destroys. 
Fond  Iiearts  that  now  are  cold  I 

Oft,  by  its  Mother's  side,  hath  Childhood  knelt, 

And  lisped,  with  faltering  tongue,  its  early  vow, 
While  shades  of  solemn  reverence,  dimly  felt. 

Stole  o'er  the  fair  young  brow, — 
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And  ch&dtaned  hearts  thy  promisea  have  readj 

Folding  in  prayer  the  tremulous  liands  of  Age^ — 
The  dim  eyes  filled  with  tearf, — the  hoary  head 
Bowed  o*er  the  sacred  page. 

Here,  Joy  her  fiill  and  bursting  heart  hath  poured. 
Blessing  the  generous  Hand  that  freely  gavo— 
Death's  pallid  lips  have  called  upon  the  Lord, 
"Omnipotent  to  save!** 

Sorrow  liath  steeped  thy  leaves  with  many  a  tear, 

When  threatening  clouds  the  smiling  Heaven  overcast — 
Found  she  not  balm  for  every  trembling  fear. 
Shelter  fix»m  every  blast? 

Now,  all  hath  ceased  —  the  hopes^  the  griefs  of  yore. 

In  the  dark  grave  have  found  a  resting-place; 
Lite  waves  tliat,  ebbmg  from  the  lone  sea-shore. 
Depart,  and  l^ve  no  trace. 

But  thou  remainest  —  like  a  jutting  rock. 

Whose  proud  crest  towers  above  tlie  waters  high. 
Lifting,  alike  through  calm  and  tcmpest^shock, 
A  beacon  towards  the  sky  I 
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And,  when  these  lips  arc  mute,  tliis  hand  is  cold, — 

Life's  tumult  past,  its  fitful  journey  o'er, — 
When  Tain  regrets  and  yearnings  manifold 

Can  vex  this  heart  no  more, — 

Smiling  at  characters  so  quaint  and  strange. 

Others  thy  leaves  will  scan  with  ciuious  mien. 
Or  muse  perchance,  on  all  the  wondrous  change 

Thy  yellowing  page  hath  seen. 

Oh!  speak  to  them,  as  tliou  to  me  hast  done. 

Of  Faith,  whose  rays  the  darkest  clouds  illume, — 
Of  pure  and  perfect  bliss,  of  triumphs  won. 

Of  Life  beyond  the  tomb  I 

When  doubts  and  spectral  fears  their  sad  hearts  fiU, 

When  hopes  depart,  and  earthly  joys  decay, — 
Tell  them,  the  Word  of  God  abideth  stUl, 

And  shall  not  pass  away! 


August  2Sth,  1854. 


®n  Jfadini  Ihe  Wmh  of  iariUg  ([[olqMge. 


Cix)ss  wo  the  book^ — nor  let  us  harsUy  blame 

The  workings  of  the  mmd  that  here  hath  stored 

Imperishable  wealth  1    Not  ours  to  frame 
Strict  censure  for  the  sins  so  oft  deplored 

By  the  meek  soul,  wliose  thoughts  attuned  were 

To  sweet  accords  of  penitence  and  prayer  I 

The  grave  hath  closed  above  him;  —  ita  calm  shroud 
O'er  the  long  tale  of  sorrow  hath  been  cast, — 

The  hearty  by  many  a  sore  temptation  bowed* 

And  worn  with  grief,  sleeps  peacefully  at  last,^ — 

Like  a  fair  infant,  lulled  to  gentle  rest. 

After  long  weeping,  on  its  mother's  breast  I 

His  fnults  are  past^  and,  as  we  trust,  forgiven — 
His  virtues  live,  immortal,  and  inspire 

Witli  light  and  music  firom  theu'  native  Heaven, 
The  silvery  accents  of  his  gifted  lyre; 

For  tenderness  and  beauty  lialf  divine 

Swell  tlie  rich  cadence  of  each  thoughtfiil  line. 
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High  hopes^  rare  talents^  God  on  liim  bestowed; 

Nor  were  tliey  wholly  lost  in  idle  slumbers^ — 
Rich  strains  of  Genius  from  his  young  lips  flowed. 

Clothing  great  truths  in  soft,  melodious  numbers. 
Quaint  sallies  that  in  laughter  had  their  birth. 
And  sorrow,  blending  with  each  song  of  mirth. 

Faith  too  was  there  —  midst  grief  and  trial,  cleaving 
The  "  vast  void  sky  "  with  strong  and  rapid  wings, — 

And  love,  sweet  wreatlis  of  fairest  blossoms  weaving 
Around  all  beautiful,  all  graceful  things, — 

The  broad  and  slumbering  lake,  the  mountain  wild. 

The  sparkling  fount,  the  young  and  sinless  child. 

Oh!  who  that  loves  to  linger  by  the  stream. 

And  through  the  trees  tliat  grace  its  reedy  side. 

Hear  its  soft  voice,  and  watch  the  silvery  gleam 
Of  the  pure  waters  as  they  onward  glide. 

Thinks  of  the  dark  and  lonely  cave,  where  first 

From  Earth's  deep  heart  the  prisoned  fountam  burst? 


E'en  tlius,  the  Poet,  from  a  breaking  heart 
Too  oft;en  pours  rich  gems  of  feeling  forth. 

Sends  tlu'ough  the  world  a  stream  of  fostering  Art 
Which  nourisheth  each  root  of  native  worth, — 

And  few  remember,  when  his  song  they  praise. 

What  want  or  sorrow  steeped  his  weary  days! 


^  


€)rt  lleading  Ihe  UStorlis  of  CoUrtdgc.  325 


Gladly,  O  Christiaii  Poet  I  do  we  jrield 

Our  liearta  to  thee,  aad  wander,  as  we  read, 

Tlirough  the  green  lane,  and  by  the  sonny  field, — 
And  gatlier  from  tlio  wood  and  fertile  mead, 

And  the  sweet  rill  whose  waterg  past  us  roll. 

Bright  thoughts,  to  cheer  the    winter  of  the  aoul-" 

A  child  of  Nature  wcrt  thou  —  every  line 

Bursts  wild  and  fresh,  as  note  of  woodland  bird. 

Fraught  witli  sweet  fantasies,  and  hopes  that  shine 
In  each  frail  flower,  and  lu  the  woods  are  heard. 

And  to  the  earth,  and  sky,  and  wave  impart 

The  healthfiil  lufitre  of  a  warm,  true  heart. 

Obli\ion  soon  shall  roll  her  whelming  ware 

O'er  many  a  hard  that  now  to  Fame  is  dear; 

Yet  shall  she  spare  the  flowers  that  deck  thy  grave. 
And  to  long  ages  shall  thy  name  appear 

Like  some  bright  star,  that,  o'er  a  desert  way, 

Guides  the  lone  pilgrim  to  the  dawn  of  day  I 


I 

I 

I 


i 


I 

Anotheb  year  revolving  fast, 

Hatli  brouglit  thy  natal  mom  again, — 
Another  year  is  witli  the  past. 
Years  full  of  hopes  too  bright  to  last, 
i  Or  fraught  with  mortal  pain. 

I 

A  few  years  since,  tliis  happy  day 
Was  sign  of  joy  to  me; 
j  Then,  flowers  bloomed  fresh  around  my  way, 

j  And  fond  Hope's  bright,  delusive  ray 

I  Shone  on  Youth's  quiet  sea. 

I 

Though  times  are  changed,  we  are  the  same. 

Alike  in  woe  or  mirth; 
Upon  our  love  tliou  hast  a  claim, 
There  is  a  spell  in  thy  dear  name, 

Dearer  tlian  aught  on  eartli! 
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To  be  a  comfort  to  thy  heart, 

A  source  of  joy  to  thee — 
Oh  I  may  such  be  my  future  part, — 
To  bid  no  tear  of  sorrow  start 

To  those  dear  eyes  for  me! 

Calm  be  the  course  of  thy  future  years. 

And  bright  be  tliy  evening  sun  I 
Though  the  hues  of  morning  are  quenched  in  tears. 
Yet  peaceful  the  rosy  cloud  appears 

Ere  the  day's  last  hour  is  done. 

May  a  Heavenly  Fatlier  be  thy  guide 
O'er  Life's  dark  and  troubled  foam, — 

Lightly  and  safe,  may  thy  frail  bark  glide. 

Over  a  smooth,  unruffled  tide. 
Till  it  reach  a  heavenly  home! 

Tabis,  $th  March,  1847. 


CoHB  back>  beloved!  come  back! 

Behold  my  tears. 
Have  they  not  power  to  reach  tliy  heavenward  track? 
Return!  Return!  and  oh!  with  thee  bring  back 

Those  happy  years 
When  we  two  roved  together  hand  in  hand. 
Amid  the  forests  of  our  Fatherland — 

Oh!  perishable  hours 

Of  bright,  unwasted  powers! 
No  cares  oppressed  our  hearts,  no  griefs,  no  fears! 

How  fondly  Memory  traces  o'er 

Our  pleasures  past! 
And  points  to  words  ne'er  marked  before, 
To  hopes  and  rainbow  dreams  of  yore. 

That  might  not  last! 
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Time  sped  along  his  rapid  BighU 

Those  joyous  dreams  soon  suiik  in  night— 

Yet  did  they  leave  ono  churra* 

One  blessed  soothing  balm, 
In  thy  dear  smile  my  heart  beheld  its  best  thoughts  ghiss'd  1 

But  now.  Death's  hand  hath  boiind  thee 

In  the  dark  tomb, 
Its  rayleas  night  hath  falJea  close  around  thee; 
The  blighting  touch  of  grief  once  more  bath  found  me, — 

And  the  sad  gloom 
That  fails  upon  the  heart  whence  hope  hath  flown, 
And  left  us  in  our  dreary  path  alone  1 

Return  I  Return  again  1 

Can  words  express  the  pain 
That  racks  this  bursting  he4irt,  now  thou  indeed  art  gone? 

I  watched  beside  thy  bed. 

Thy  bed  of  death  1 
My  trembling  hand  sustained  thy  drooping  head. 
When  noiselessly  from  tliy  pale  lip  had  fled 

The  parting  breath; 
Upon  thy  cheek  my  last  fond  kiss  was  prised 
Ere  the  dark  coffin  closed  above  thy  breast; 

Mine  was  the  midnight  watch. 

The  slightest  sound  to  catch 
That  might  have  told  my  heart  thou  yet  hadst  breath  I 
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In  vain  tlie  mourner's  breast 

Would  seek  relief! — 
Never  on  earth  will  they  again  find  rest, 
Upon  whose  blighted  years  hath  darkly  pressed 

A  cureless  grief  I 
Say,  what  must  be  my  future  lot? 
To  strew  with  flowers  this  mournful  spot, 


To  mourn  the  hopes  of  Youth,  so  beautifiil,  so  brief  I 


And  tlirough  long,  lonely  years 
Of  silence  and  of  tears. 


1847. 


Old  Hildebrandl  Old  Hildebrandl 

He  hath  mounted  his  cliarger  good. 
He  is  bound  for  the  far-off  Syrian  land, 

To  fight  for  the  Holy  Rood; 
But  his  falcon  eye  hath  a  gentler  look. 

And  his  voice  a  tone  more  mild. 
As  he  bids  farewell  to  his  winsome  dame. 

And  blesses  his  infant  child: 
"Oh,  Lady  mine  —  may  the  Saints  above 

Watch  o'er  my  babe  and  thee, 
Presen-e  ye  both  from  grief  and  harm. 

And  keep  thee  aye  true  to  me!" 

Old  Hildebrandl  Old  Hildebrandl 
Seven  years  are  past  and  gone; 

His  brow  is  dark,  and  the  joyous  smile 
From  the  hero's  lip  hath  flown — 


332 


m  ^itdcbrand. 


"Thy  Lady,"  tlicy  said,  "for  a  beardless  youth 

Hath  broken  lier  plighted  vow. 
And  the  witlioring  cK)ud  of  shame  must  rest 

On  thy  father's  mansion  now ! " 
Then  the  warrior's  phune  was  ever  seen 

In  the  thickest  of  the  Hglit, — 
But  Death  laid  the  young  and  the  liappy  low. 

And  i)assed  by  the  carewoni  Knight! 

Old  Hildebrand!  Old  Ilildebraiid! 

lie  is  resting  beside  the  well, 
Where  the  waters  fall  with  a  silvery  sound, 

And  the  river-fairies  dwell : 
"Oh!  rest  with  us  —  there  is  joy  and  peace 

Under  tlie  greenwood  bough. 
And  sweet  are  the  garlands  of  deathless  bay 

That  we  twine  for  the  victor's  brow ! " 
"  Talk  not  to  nie  of  rest  or  joy. 

Or  glories  that  wait  the  brave — 
I  will  look  once  more  on  the  False  One's  fece. 

And  hide  me  in  the  grave!" 

Old  Hildebrand!  Old  Hildebrand! 

He  hath  gained  the  Citstle  door. 
And  he  thinks  with  a  sigh  on  his  blighted  hojH^s, 

And  the  haj>py  days  of  yore. 


iildcbrand. 
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A  maiden  sits  by  the  Gothic  porch^ 

With  a  chock  of  Uae  rose's  hue> 
Her  locks  are  like  tliroads  of  the  Orient  gold, 

And  her  eye  like  tlte  heavens  blue : 
**Now  who  art  thou  of  the  saintlike  brow^ 

And  the  calm  yet  pensive  mood? 
Thy  Sire,  I  ween,  is  a  gallant  Knight, 

And  thy  Motlier  fair  and  good!** 

Old  Hildebmndl  Old  HUdebrandl 

The  colour  hath  left  Jiis  cheek, 
And  the  voice  Uiat  rose  high  in  the  stormy  fight 

Now  souudeth  faint  and  weak 
**My  Sire  is  fighting  for  Salem's  shrine. 

And  his  arm  is  stout  and  strong; 
But  my  Mother  sits  in  her  lonely  bower. 

Sighing  the  whole  day  long. 
Often  she  speaks  of  his  glorious  deeds. 

And  weeps  till  ber  eyes  are  dim. 
And  when  the  wind  through  the  night  roars  loud. 

She  waketh,  to  pray  for  himl** 

Old  Hildebrandl  Old  HUdebrand! 

Gone  is  his  wrathful  pride; 
With  quivering  lip,  he  bendeth  low 

At  the  gentle  Lady's  side: 
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have  courted  Death  on  the  battlefield^ 

I  have  met  with  toil  and  care, — 
But  the  thought  that  thy  heart  had  forsaken  mine. 

Was  harder  than  tliese  to  bear  I 
I  have  seen  the  gems  of  the  gorgeous  East, 

And  pearls  from  the  cr}'stal  sea. 
But-  the  tear  that  steals  o'er  thy  damask  cheek 

Is  dearest  of  all  to  mc!^ 


Open  your  gates,  ye  Cathedral  towers! 

Priests,  cliant  the  requiem  loudl 
For  a  free  soul  is  gone  to  the  heavenly  bowers, 

A  soldier  seeks  rest  in  his  shroud  I 

On  through  the  town  bear  the  glorious  dead. 

With  many  a  funeral  strain; 
Low  in  the  dust  lies  the  warrior's  head. 

And  the  hand  that  has  conquered  for  Spain  I 

Calm  be  his  rest  'neath  the  funeral  pall. 
Bright  be  the  world  he  has  entered  I 

For  in  him  doth  the  best  of  Spain's  warriors  fall. 
In  him  were  proud  memories  centred! 
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Nobly  and  well,  when  the  dark  hours  came. 

The  patriot's  falcliion  he  wielded; 
Ilis  arm,  through  long  vigils  of  sorrow  and  shame, 

Spain's  laws  and  her  liberties  shielded. 

Her  children  now  listen,  with  passionless  breast. 
To  the  voice  of  her  murmuring  fountains, — 

She  hath  exiled  the  true  hearts  with  whom  she  was  bless'd. 
And  her  freemen  have  fled  to  the  mountains  I 

Yet,  bare  the  bright  blade  o'er  that  spiritless  clay! 

Remember  proud  names  without  number! 
Hath  the  fire  of  Rodrigo  departed  for  aye 

From  the  land  where  his  ashes  still  slumber? 

Hath  the  Lion  been  wrapped  in  so  deathlike  a  sleep. 
That  he  heard  not  the  voice  of  the  foe? 

Awake,  oh!  bright  Spain!  from  dishonour  to  keep 
The  laurels  tliat  twine  round  tliy  brow! 

1847. 


Long  thy  soul  hath  loathed  the  gleam 

Of  gaudy  Fashion's  pompous  dream. 

And  tliy  spirit  sighs  in  vain 

For  Childhood's  careless  hours  again. 

And  thy  lonely  heart  doth  pine 

For  simple  joys  that  once  were  thine ; — 

Yet  silver  lamps  are  beaming  o'er  thee, 

Courtiers  bow  the  knee  before  thee — 

Lady!  why  that  frequent  start? 

Pomp  has  no  cliarms  for  the  broken  heart  I 

There  is  many  a  costly  gem 
In  thy  regal  diadem; 
In  thy  vast  and  princely  halls. 
Loud  the  voice  of  Pleasure  calls; 
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Bcauty*s  smile,  and  Music's  strain 
Strive  to  cheer  thee,  but  in  vain! 
Oft  thy  bosom  lieaves  a  sigh. 
And  the  tears  rise  to  thine  eye — 
Lady  I  why  tliat  frequent  start? 
Earth  has  no  rest  for  tlie  broken  heart! 

Leave  then,  leave  the  festive  train, 
Glittering  pageants  false  and  vain! 
Come!  eternal  joys  are  breaking  I 
Rise!  for  Heaven  attends  thy  waking. 
Fling  away  thy  crown  of  gold, — 
Loose  thy  ermine  mantle's  fold, — 
Bid  tlie  earth  a  long  farewell, — 
Come  with  us  in  Heaven  to  dwell, — 
Haste,  ohl  hrtstc  tliec  to  depart^ — 
Heaven  luis  l)alm  for  the  broken  heart  I 


1847. 


%n  (Kpisodi}  of  iPosfoto. 


[BnggCAted  a  beAutifiil  Fainting  in  the  QaBery  of  the  Laxemboui^, 
repreienting  a  dragoon  of  the  ImperiiU  Qmrd  abandoned  by  tlie 
retreatiDg  army,] 


He  stood  alone  on  tho  snowy  plain, 

The  wintry  w^inds  rose  liigh; 
And  sadly  ho  viewed  the  departing  trains 

Who  had  left  him  there  to  die^ 

The  horse  that  had  borne  him  tlirough  tlie  fight 

Stood  hy,  with  drooping  head; 
The  hand  of  Death  o*er  his  eje  of  light 

A  gathering  film  had  spread. 

The  soldier  looked  o'er  the  desert  white. 

Then  turned  a  lingering  glance 
To  the  army,  that  marched  with  pennons  bright 

Towards  tlie  sunny  knd  of  Franco, 

At  times,  on  the  wings  of  the  rising  blast^ 
Came  their  roices*  murmuring  swell : 

And  alone^  in  the  midst  of  the  dreary  waste, 
He  breathed  forth  his  last  farewell : 
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"  And  go,"  he  cried,  "  in  many  a  home 
To  bid  glad  tlioughts  arise. 
And  wipe  the  falling  tears  of  gloom 
From  many  a  parent's  eyes. 

"Go  to  the  feast  of  the  proud  and  the  brave. 
Where  men  shall  bid  ye  tell 
Of  the  soldiers  who  found  a  foreign  grave 
On  the  fields  where  they  fought  so  well. 

"And  if,  when  friends  are  around  ye  met. 
Some  pensive  face  ye  see. 
If  for  my  sake  some  eyes  bo  wet, — 
If  some  voice  should  ask  for  me — 

"Oh!  say  that  I  sleep  mid  the  chilling  air 
That  blows  o'er  the  Russian  strand. 
And  tell  them  my  latest,  my  fondest  prayer. 
Was  breatlied  for  my  native  land! 

"Go!  go!  with  the  wreaths  of  your  well-earned  fame! 
Joy  round  your  pathway  dwell ! 
Warm  hearts,  bright  faces,  hail  your  name! 
Old  comrades,  fare  ye  well!" 

1848. 


The  rosy  tints  of  morning  shine  upon  the  Eastern  sea; 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  O  sister  mine  I    I  have  culled 

sweet  flowers  for  thee, — 
Wreaths  of  the  snowy  jasmine,  as  firagrant  as  'tis  fair. 
And  blushing  roses  wet  with  dew,  to  deck  thy  golden 

hair. 

I  have  sought  the  crystal  fountain,  where  dwell  the  lotos 
flowers, 

I  have  brought  the  fair  anemone  from  the  greenwood's 
quiet  bowers. 

Forget-me-not,  and  speedwell,  and  amid  my  garland  twine 
The  golden-coloured  king-cup,  and  the  graceful  eglantine. 
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I  have  1)iids  of  pallid  nnxtle  with  their  leaves  of  darksome 

The  lily,  pure  and  passionless,  the  gardcn^s  stately  queen — 
All  flowers  tlic  Summer  views  with  pride,  the  poet  loves 
to  see. 

That  lend  sweet  odours  to  the  air,  food  to  the  roving  bee. 

Tlie  sky  is  calm,  without  a  cloud, — the  sun  is  shining 
bright. 

The  dewy  leaves  are  glistening  like  diamonds  in  the  light. 
On  every  side  tlie  birds  awake,  to  pour  their  cheerful 
strain. 

And  Summer  comes,  in  beauty  clad,  across  the  sunny 
plain. 


1848. 


Cloning. 


Beholb  the  moon,  now  beaming  oti  the  wave^ 
Shedding  around  her  soft,  mysterious  liglit. 

Tinging  the  gloomy  rock,  the  frowning  ciive, 

Adding  fresh  beauty  to  the  star-cromied  night  1 

Tis  like  an  angel*  with  his  hroad  wings  furled^ 

Gazing  in  pily  on  a  Mien  world  I 

In  such  an  hour,  meUiinkH,  our  erring  sire 

Turned  his  last  gaze  on  Eden's  flowery  plain. 

And  wandered  forthi  to  yearn,  with  vain  desii^e. 
For  the  deep  peace  of  thoae  sweet  groves  again  * 

When  first  on  earth  despair  and  sin  began^ 

And  trees  wept  incense  for  deluded  man  I 

In  such  an  hour,  methinksj  aome  angel  guost 

Alourned  for  the  blight  tliat  fell  on  that  fair  ioen0» 

And  gentle  pit}-  tilled  his  heavenly  breast. 

As,  tlibiking  of  tile  bliss  that  once  had  been, 

O'er  human  guUt  he  shed  a  pitying  tear. 

Then  spread  his  pinions  toward^!  a  brighter  stphere. 


WiiU  ipcinlh> 


Bring  mc  not  that  gaudy  wreath 

Where  Flora's  richest  dyes  arc  blended, — 
Fragrant  odours  from  them  breathe. 

But  their  charms  will  soon  bo  ended. 
Twine  them  round  the  sunny  brow 

Of  laughing  youth,  of  thoughtless  glee; 
Theirs  are  hopes  and  joys  enow, — 

But  oifer  not  that  wreath  to  me! 


Give  me  but  yon  floweret  wild, 

With  its  l)ells  of  azure  hue; 
I  have  loved  it  when  a  cliild, 

Round  my  early  home  it  grew ! 
Childhood's  days  are  gone  for  ever. 

And  their  radiant  sun  hath  set, — 
But  the  lieart  will  still  remember, 

Thougli  remembrance  bring  regret 


2^h^  Wild  ggadnth* 
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Gladsome  forms  are  moving  roimd  mc. 

Music's  joyous  tones  rise  high ; 
I  alone,  sad  thoughts  surround  me. 

And  the  tears  have  filled  my  eye. 
Memory's  pencil  fondly  traces 

Other  scenes  and  pleasures  past, 
Cherislied  forms,  and  friendly  faces. 

Joyous  days  that  could  not  last 

Let  others  cull  tlie  blushing  roses. 

Favourites  of  the  honey-bee; 
The  flower  tliat  in  the  woods  uncloses. 

Is  dearer,  lovelier  far  to  me! 
Oft,  amid  the  woodland  bowers 

In  my  gay,  unheeding  years. 
Laughing,  I  have  plucked  those  flowers — 

Now,  I  batlie  their  stems  with  tears! 

PABI8,  1847. 


On!  blessed  arc  the  ties  that  bind  us  to  a  sistoi^s  heart! 
Whate'er  may  cliance,  wo  know  her  love  from  ns  will 
neVr  depart; 

In  after  years,  our  hearts  may  form  friendships  that  cheer 
awhile. 

But  oh  I  what  friendship's  fondest  art  can  match  a  sister's 
smile  ? 


Wliat  sad,  yet  sootliing  memories  doth  that  sweet  smile 
recall  1 

The  long,  long  days  of  happiness  within  our  father's  hall, — 
The  ancient  forest   ringing  with  the  shouts  of  cliildish 
glee,— 

The  silver}'  moonbeam  falling  on  the  broad  and  restless 
sea, — 
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The  porch,  around  whose  coltimns  white  our  hands  have 

helped  to  twine 
The  dark  and  glossy  ivy,  and  the  graceful  clustering 

vine, — 

The  friends,  wliose  cheerful  voicea  Joined  in  laugh  or 
song  of  mirtJj, 

When  we  gathered   in  tlie  winter  nights^  aronnd  the 
pleasant  hearth  ! 

Others  may  jom  our  festive  hours,  and  talk  of  pleasures  past. 
And  share  our  dreams  of  happiness* — but  tliey  shrink 

from  us  at  hist — 
Wlien  sickness  clouds  our  fevered  brow,  when  Fortune 

turns  away. 

It  is  a  sister's  gentle  heart  that  ch^rs  us  on  our  way  I 

When  sad^  deaponding,  on  we  toil,  amid  a  life  of  woe. 
To  feel  her  love  still  clings  to  us,  where*er  our  tears  may 

flow- 
To  find  within  her  sheltering  arms  a  refuge  from  the  blast — 
To  sit  and  weep  with  her  for  hours  o'er  loves  and  joys 

long  past — 

To  know  she  thinks  and  speaks  of  us,  when  we  are  far  away — 
To  feel  her  prayer  for  us  ia  breathed  at  dawn  and  close  of 
day — 

It  lessens  half  our  burden,  when  we  know  she  beai^  a  part. 
And  it  adds  to  aU  our  happiness,  to  find  a  sister's  heart! 


J  brought  ilitt  (glowm. 


I  BROUGHT  thee  flowers  when  life  was  yonng. 

And  joy  was  sinirklin;;  in  thine  eye; 
Forth  from  tlie  sunny  earth  they  sprung. 

And  blossomed  'noath  a  smiling  sky. 
Mothought  it  was  the  fittest  gift 

To  oifer  in  thine  hour  of  glee; 
For  thy  young  heart  was  cloudless  yet, 

As  the  sweet  flowers  I  brought  to  thee. 

I  brought  thee  flowers  when  Hope's  rich  gleam 

Fell  oVr  thy  path,  so  calm  and  bright; 
When  Friendship's  smile,  and  Love's  simbeam. 

Had  tinged  the  world  with  fairy  light; 
I  twined  them  in  thy  raven  hair. 

They  were  so  pure,  so  bright  to  see! 
'i1iy  future  path  appeared  as  fair 

Aa  the  gay  flowers  I  brought  to  thee! 


J  brouight  Witt  (jflouj^rs. 


I  brooght  thee  flowers  when  thy  cheek 

Was  pale  with  watcliing  and  with  dread. 
And  thou,  with  brow  resigned  and  meek. 

Didst  place  tliem  by  thy  dying  bed — 
Dimly  the  rays  of  Faith  were  cast 

Across  tlie  dark  and  troubled  sea — 
The  bloom  of  life  was  fading  fast. 

Like  the  pale  flowers  I  brought  to  thee, 

I  gathered  flowers  when  all  was  o'er 

And  thou  wert  laid  beneath  the  sod — 
Thy  heart  with  pain  might  throb  no  more. 

Thy  spirit  had  returned  to  God  I 
And,  as  I  knelt  beside  thy  tomb, 

I  cried,  "  Sweet  spirit  I  thou  art  free ; 
Thou'rt  blooming  by  the  eternal  throne, 

Pure  as  the  flowers  I  brought  to  thee ! " 


184S. 


Whence  comest  thou,  O  stormy  Wind,  tliat  rushest  moan- 
ing by. 

When  the  pale  stars  strive  in  vain  to  pierce  the  dull  and 
leaden  sky? 

From  what  deserted  household  hearth,  hast  thou  swept 

across  the  foam? 
And,  oh  I  what  tidings  bringest  thou  from  the  distant  land 

of  home  ? 


Tell  me,  if  thou  hast  crossed  the  spot  where  my  early- 
years  were  spent? 

Hast  thou  seen  the  clustering  woodbine^  with  the  damask 
roses  bent. 

The  sunny  fields,  the  shady  woods,  where  we  loved  at 
mom  to  rove. 

And  the  feathery  moss  a  carpet  spread  within  the  quiet 
grove? 
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Do  the  wild  birds  build  tlieir  leafy  nests  around  the  cot- 
tage door? 

Are  their  notes  as  blitlie,  as  musical,  as  they  used  to  be 
of  yore? 

Or  hath  the  cruel  hand  of  change  fallen  on  all  around. 
And  the  old  majestic  forest  trees  been  levelled  with  the 
groimd? 

Peace  be  around  that  lovely  home  I  may  every  blessing 
fall 

Upon  its  winding  beechen  groves,  its  lindens  fresh  and 
tall  I 

How  often,  in  the  summer-time,  when  birds  are  singing 
free. 

Scene  of  my  bright  and  joyous  youth !  will  memory  turn 
to  thee  I 

Paris,  1847. 


Ami  fraf m  v»i  widb  Im»  ftw  b  ariivi 


ThM  0Mm€  Mf^  wUdi  M^fr  w^m, 

t$*4  fmn  mnririd  1^  Id!  tlifc  dreadfisl  ttfe 
'/f  wMminn  iedmjf^  or  teaipeitiiotii  gvle, 

Afffl  fill  flbl  iigniljr  ladkel  Mcb  droopicg  frame, 
WMf  |i«rf]#  them  cloeer  daj  by  d^y^ 

'rill  ti//[i«!r  nfid  fftffsfigtli  in  the  hard  task  gave  waj^ 

Ati'l  whlfi^ljj»(Kd  famine  o*er  the  deep  snow  came. 

Atifl  wofiuv  fur  wc^m,  tlii^  t^jftures  of  the  mind, 
Tlmi  iiifl  Hiid  ronifort  vftinly  strove  to  find 

In  tlii^  vmit  dosort  and  inclement  nky — 
Ni»  living  ff>rm  wm  nour, — thoy  heard  no  sound 
Savi^  the  lionri^o  wind  that  roared  and  moaned  around 

When  the  last  sufferer  laid  him  down  to  die  I 


®n  Scaring  af  ih|  ^ate  of  ^ir  |,  ^ranMiit-  ^53 


Oh  !  dwe4t  tlieir  thoiiglita  in  tlmt  last  fearful  hour 


High  hopes  that  cheered  them,  when  their  hearta  were 
young? 

Nay  I  turned  they  not  to  all  they  held  most  dear — 
Tlie  many  loved  one^^  who  might  never  hear 
Tlie  last  fond  mes^e  of  each  dying  tongui?? 

The  moumer'a  heart  might  well  be  desolate 
At  the  mere  thought  of  that  mysterioua  fcie, — 

The  leaden  cloud  of  terror  and  despair 
Which  gathers  darltly  o^er  the  distant  grave 
Of  those  lone  wanderers,  the  great,  the  hravcj— 

Did  we  cot  know  tliat  God  is  everywhere  1 

And  surely,  all  who  spend  tlie  golden  time 
Of  ardent  youth,  of  man's  maturer  prime, 

And  years  when  hairs  are  grey  and  ey^  arc  dim. 
By  nohler  weapons  tJian  the  sword  or  lance 
The  sacred  cause  of  learning  to  advance. 

And  serve  God's  creatures,  must  be  dear  to  I  lira  I 

Tliere  is  no  spot  on  all  the  boundless  earth, 
Fnmi  the  warm  Tropics  to  the  frozen  North, 

Wliere  BritTin's  fearle^ss  chilJren  have  no(  trod, — 
To  bid  the  Day  Star  rise  on  heatlien  ni^ht, 
To  serve  fair  Science,  and  shed  fuller  light 

On  all  the  wondrous  paths  that  lead  to  God. 


On  sunny  dreams 
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And,  mid  the  crowds  that  swell  the  lists  of  fame, 
O  gallant  Franklin  1  may  we  write  thy  name. 

And  twine  the  laurel  round  thy  pallid  brow — 
Honour  to  theel  and  to  the  true  and  tried 
Companions  who  have  perished  by  thy  side. 

In  the  cold  regions  of  the  Arctic  snow  ! 


30/*  October,  1854. 


Ajiii)  the  garden*s  broidered  paths  thou  staudest  like  a 
queen. 

With  a  diadem  of  red,  red  gold,  and  robes  of  silvery 
sheen; 

The  glossy  leaves  and  velvet  flowers  in  silence  round  thee 
wait. 

Like  courtiers  grave,  and  high-bom  dames,  to  grace  thy 
regal  state* 

Emblem  of  Monarchy  thou  art,  in  thy  place  of  pride 
alone, 

Yet  bending  ever  to    the  cry  of  suppliants  near  thy 
throne; 

White  as  the  soul  of  Chivalry,  thy  leaves  exhale  a  scent 
Like  deeds  of  bounteous  charity,  with  truth  and  justice 
blent 
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Ah !  who,  to  see  those  petals  pure  as  drifts  of  moonlit 

snow. 

Would  ilrtvim  they  passed  o*er  battle-fields   where  the 

crimson  torrents  flow? 
Wh:it  piiluiit  hearts,  for  love  of  thee,  in  loyalty  and  faith, 
l^idaunteil  f:ioed  the  serried  ranks,  and  braved  a  fearful 

death ! 

When  Vendee  sent  her  bravest  sons  to  battle  with  their 

foes, — 

When  the  cry  of  ho|»e  and  liberty  in  Brittany  arose, — 
And  deeiU  were  wrouf^ht  by  simple  men,  unskilled  in  art 
of  war, 

(ireater  than  all  the  vaunted  skill  of  the  Paladins  of  yore. 

Anjou^s  meek  saint — the  good  Lescurc, — Bonchamp,  whose 
dyin^  l)reath 

Craved  pardon  for  the  hordes  that  filled  h's  land  with 

shame  and  death, — 
And  he,  tlu»  youii«^  hen)ic  chief,  the  gentle  and  tlie  brave. 
In  the  nu>rn  of  life  and  glory  called  to  fill  a  martyr's 

grave ! 

IVoud  names  of  old  nobility,  kind  deeds  of  household  love, — 
The  boldness  of  the  eagle,  and  the  mildness  of  the  dove — 
All  that  is  loyal,  true,  and  brave,  recall  those  leaves  of 
thine. 

Thou  pure  and  stately  emblem  of  the  Bourbon's  rcg«al  line  I 


Tib  morn  I  His  mom  I  in  the  glowing  sky 

The  skiffs  of  the  angels  go  darting  by; 

And  far  away,  o'er  the  breezy  liUl, 

The  wind  bc^  the  sound  of  tlie  clarion  shrill ; 

On  the  graasy  meadows  the  liata  are  set. 

With  lance  and  plume  are  the  warriors  met, — 

Banners  arc  fluttering  high  in  air, 

Brfgbt  eyes,  fair  faces,  high  hearts  are  there  ;^ — 

But  tlio  Baron  sits  in  his  pride  apart. 

With  a  gloomy  brow  and  a  joyless  heart  I 

Time  was,  his  laughter^  a  jocund  sound, 

Sent  gladness  and  joy  to  all  around: 

Ue  was  sprung  of  lineage  good. 

Fearless  of  carriage  and  blithe  of  mood; 

But  early  snows  on  Im  brow  were  shed. 

And  the  mirthful  smile  &om  liis  proud  lip  flt.'dt 
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Since,  long  ago»  on  a  summer*s  day, 
His  child  by  the  fairies  was  stolen  away^ 
Hia  only  child,  a  maiden  fair> 
With  mild  blue  eyes  and  gunny  hair. 
Dancing  along,  like  a  auiless  sprite. 
Through  the  dreamy  shade  and  the  warm  surdight; 
Now,  pausing  to  rest  the  flowers  among. 
Now,  listening  to  strains  by  the  wild  birds  song — 
Afar  they  folio w^ed  her  joyous  track. 
But  she  passed  through  the  woods,  and  she  came  not 
back. 

The  sun  went  dowoi  amid  silence  deep, 

For  the  voice  of  the  birdies  was  hushed  in  sleep, — 

The  flowers  folded  their  dewy  leaves. 

The  prayer  was  said  *neath  tlie  cottage  eaves, — 

But  vainly  they  sought  in  the  meadows  green, — 

Never  on  earth  wag  the  maiden  seen, 

And  sadness  fell,  like  a  funeral  shroud. 

O'er  tlie  desolate  halls  of  that  Bai'on  proud  I 

With  joyous  music,  tlie  martial  train 
Winds  o'er  the  mount  to  the  sunny  plain ; 
The  Knights  are  met,  and  they  marvel  long 
Why  Sir  Reginald  is  not  amid  the  throng- 
Soldier  more  fearless,  more  proud  than  he. 
Never  rode  fortli  from  the  North  Countrie, — 
From  the  glittering  feast  and  the  mlmie  war 
Where  tarries  the  Knight  of  the  Silver  Star? 


On  a  grassy  knoll,  ifvlicre  the  teinpc?n?cl  light 

Gleams  on  the  stems  of  the  birclies  white; 

Where  the  brooklet  murmurs  tlirongh  reeds  and  Si»dge, 

And  the  green  ferns  droop  o'er  tlm  walar'i  edf^j — 

Wrapped  in  a  cheerless  reverie 

He  sits  in  the  shade  of  a  tall  Ehn  trec^ 

Far  beneath  him  the  landscape  lay, — 

The  massive  walls  of  the  Castle  gmv. 

The  wavnng  woods  and  the  fertile  plaint 

Tower  and  hamlet,  a  broad  domain  1 

Once  tliey  acknowledged  hts  father's  sway, — 

Now,  firom  his  house  they  have  passed  away, 

And  left  him»  the  last  of  an  ancient  race. 

With  a  princely  birthright^  —  no  resting  place, — 

Nouglit,  save  a  hawk  and  a  gallant  steed. 

And  a  stately  greylionnd  of  matchless  speed — 

Nought,  save  an  arm  of  strength  and  skill, 

A  trofJty  sword,  and  a  dauntlei^^  will ! 

And  Sir  Reginald  spake :  "  Tis  sad,  I  trow ! 
When  age  draws  deep  furrows  aarosa  the  brow, — 
When  he,  who  rode  forth  with  spear  and  shield^ 
Lord  of  the  chase  and  the  battle-field. 
Must  sheathe  for  ever  his  faithful  brand. 
And  yield  the  palm  to  a  yonngor  hand! 
Or  when  the  friends  of  our  youth  pass  by, 
With  a  harah^  cold  word,  and  a  careless  eye. 


W^t  legend  o)[  ih^  ^airirs'  O^Int. 


And  tlioso  who  have  mingled  in  joy  or  woe 
Like  bnitliers,  meet  but  as  strangers  now — 
Or  when,  shut  out  from  tlie  free,  blue  skies, 
In  a  narrow  dungeon  the  captive  lies, 
Hour  by  hour,  and  day  by  day 
Watching  his  best  years  ghde  away — 
Tis  a  bitter  grief  1  but  worse,  £ir  worse 
Is  a  noble  name  with  an  empty  purse!" 

"  Woe  is  me  I  ah  1  woe  is  me  I " 
Thus  sighed  a  voice  from  the  old  Elm  tree, 
"  Seven  weary  years  in  the  wood  I  dwell, 
Prisoned  here  by  a  fairy  spell; 
I  see  my  young  companions  pass 
In  the  gay  s])ring-tide  through  the  odorous  grass. 
While  rises  high  on  the  balmy  air 
The  merry  laughter  I  may  not  share; — 
I  see  my  fatlier  at  times  ride  by. 
With  a  pallid  cheek  and  a  joyless  eye. 
Ills  face  is  less  cheerful  than  when  he  smiled, 
I^ng,  long  ago,  on  his  darling  child, — 
lie  stood  last  eve  on  yon  sunny  spot, 
I  gazed  and  sighed,  but  ho  heard  me  not 
Woe  is  me  1  ah !  woe  is  me  I 

Will  none  break  tlio  cliarm  of  the  old  Elm  tree?" 
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The  Knight  looked  up^^ — no  form  was  there, 
But  lie  saw  a  tress  of  golden  hair. 
He  saw  an  arm  and  a  hand  of  snow 
That  carelessly  drooped  o'er  the  leafy  bough; 
And  lightly  he  rose  on  his  bended  knee^ — 
*'Tell  rae,  ohl  tell  nic,  thou  sweet  Ladye! 
How  may  I  end  the  fairiea'  tlirall, 
And  lead  thee  safe  to  thy  father's  hall?*' 
The  young  leaves  rustled}  and  once  again 
That  sweet  voice  rose  in  a  flute-like  strain: 
**  From  the  flowery  South  to  the  frossen  North, 
If  tliou  canst  find,  on  tlie  dewy  earth, 
The  gift  best  loved  by  the  old  Elm  tree, 
The  spell  will  be  broken,  the  captive  free! 
Yetj  take  this  token, — the  gem  hath  power 
To  aid  and  strengthen  in  danger*s  hour ; 
From  the  spirits  tliat  lurk  by  land  and  sea, 
O  gentle  Knight!  may  it  set  thee  freel" 
And  there  lay  at  his  feet,  in  the  cr^^stal  dew, 
A  priceless  gem  of  the  sky's  own  hue^ 
Sir  Reginald  rose,  with  a  thoughtful  brow, — 
**By  our  Lady  and  all  the  mbts^  I  tow, — 
By  the  sacred  name  of  my  fathers  bold, — 
By  my  knightlj^  faith  and  my  spurs  of  gold, — 
Ay  I  though  my  life  should  the  forfeit  be, — 
From  the  Haunted  Elm  I  will  set  lliee  free!'* 
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kmy  A»de  of  die  dmA  fhrn  hm^ 
WxrcB        file  teaAm  rider  mtmz 
Sten  Winkr  bodi  vjdi  Im  iey  Amm 
Tbe  imiiiig  taRBt*  die  dbmr  lini 
And  die  dmgef^B  temp  vifcei  a  boOov  mnd 
At  ereqr  ilep  fim  tbe  cold,  Wd  gnmd; — 
He  bean  the  bowl  of  iht  wolves  si 
Am  Ihej  paw  to  sad  fro  in  tbe  dim  bpobE^^ 
And  tlw  fint  nd  tbe  gnslj  bear  peep  6tdi» 
like  gtKMnes,  &Dm  the  cavc^  of  tbe  (nam.  eaitiL 
At  the  half-doied  door  of  a  ehaxnler  nsty 
From  hk  panting  course  be  springs  ml  bm^ 
He  eeters  the  Tmolt  so  narrow  mai  ^Mm^ — 
B  J  tbe  fitful  ^eun  of  m  fimenl  Imipp 
He  sees  a  form  of  giiuit  mould 
dad  in  a  suit  of  anDcw  old* 
Tts  Siward^  the  haa^tj  Earl,  ^boae  name 
Oitce  filled  tbe  land  with  its  well^eanied  Ikme, 
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The  daoniless  chief  of  tlie  Viking  throng, 

The  hero  of  many  a  Runic  song  I 

He  sittetJi  there,  erect  and  tall^ 

Am  when,  in  the  gloom  of  his  vaulted  hall» 

He  felt  the  iwift  approacli  of  deatli 

In  lu3  uer\^eless  amis  in  \m  fluttering  breatli; 

He  girt  the  cuirass  on  Ins  breast. 

He  donned  his  helm  with  ita  nodding  crest. 

And  waited  in  pride,  though  his  ejes  were  dim, 

For  tlie  only  foe  that  could  vanquish  him  I 

Softly  Sir  Reginald  lajrs  his  hand 

On  the  hoary  waiTior's  rusty  brand, — 

The  wild  wind  sweeps  through  the  forest  round, 

The  door  falls  to  with  a  jarring  sound, — 

Strajige  shaj^es  glide  round  him,  and  now  he  hearg 

The  clashing  noise  of  a  thousand  spears  t — 

In  breathless  liaste,  (rom  his  breast  he  drew 

The  fiiiry  gem  of  tlie  8ky*s  own  hue,- — 

The  mormurmg  voices  died  away. 

The  spectres  left  the  ruins  gray. 

The  door  unclosed,  and  the  hcalthfij  air 

Fanned  his  pallid  cheek,  and  raised  his  hair. 

As  with  tlirobbing  heart  the  young  Knight  sjxhI 

From  the  lonely  cave  of  the  mighty  dead. 
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He  hath  gained  once  more  the  woodland  shade. 
And  tlie  sword  on  the  smooth  green  turf  hath  hiid. 
And  the  tender  wild-flowers  cluster  o'er 
The  steel  that  so  often  was  dyed  with  gore. 
"Sweet  spirit^  that  makest  tliy  dwelling-place 
III  the  dreamy  shade  of  the  pleasant  chace, 
I^k  from  thy  leafy  throne^  and  see 
The  precious  gift  I  liave  brought  to  tliec! 
Tis  the  sword  of  one  whose  arm  of  might 
Was  raised  in  the  valiant  defence  of  righti — 
Who  passed  tlirough  the  earth  like  a  meteor  star. 
Shedding  light  and  wonder  and  fear  afar, — 
Who  left  to  his  Fatherland  a  name, 
Tlirough  tlie  lai>se  of  ages  still  dear  to  Fame, — 
Noble  and  dauntless,  stem  and  bold 
Was  Siward,  the  son  of  the  Vikings  old!" 
He  said,  and  imbraced  his  massive  helm, — 
No  answer  came  from  Uie  Haunted  Elm, 
But  the  leaves  wore  stirred,  and  a  dewdrop  clear 
Fell  to  the  ground,  like  a  maiden*s  tear. 

"Come  hither!  come  hitlier,  my  falcon  good! 
Com]>anion  thou  of  my  joyous  mood ; 
On  the  ojKjn  heath,  on  the  fern-clad  hill. 
Is  none  like  thee  for  speed  and  skill; 
Aid  me  to  seek,  over  moor  and  lea. 
The  gift  so  prized  by  the  old  Elm  tree!" 
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The  rocks,  the  rivers,  the  moorsj  are  ]jassecl, 

He  Lath  gained  the  bcauteouii  South  at  lout: 

He  hears  the  voice  of  the  iDunniiring  rilb,^ — 

He  mm  the  groves  and  the  ancient  liiUsi 

All  bathed  in  the  puqJe  light  of  eve; 

Slowly  tlio  sun  sets,  loth  to  leave 

A  scene  aa  fan:  as  ever  yet 

The  eye  of  roving  pilgrim  met, — 

As  ever  shed  a  sunny  gleam 

On  raptured  poet's  noontide  dreanu 

Drowsily,  drowsily  through  the  ti*ees 

And  the  dewy  grass^  sighs  tlie  evenuig  bree^Ku. 

It  bears  on  its  wing  through  tlie  leafy  bowers 

The  breath  of  a  thousand  odorous  flowers, — 

They  hung  in  bright  garlanda  from  bouglis,  which  cmss 

The  wanderer's  piitli,  —  in  the  fragimut  moss 

They  cluster  around  his  weary  feet. 

And  raise  their  eyes  of  love  to  greet 

The  stars  that  are  shining  tremulously 

In  the  azure  dome  of  the  summer  sky. 

\Vliy  flatters  the  falcon  overhead? 
The  proud,  keen  glance  from  her  eye  hath  fled, — 
What  sound  of  power,  what  vision  rai*e, 
Hath  checked  the  Huntress  of  the  air? 
A  small  green  bird,  of  plunnige  bright. 
With  eyes  of  the  opart  changefol  lights  * 
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**Come  liithcr!  come  hither,  my  fleet  greyliounj! 
Tliee  hy  my  aide  have  I  ever  found; 
Tliougli  others  were  faithless*  thou  still  wert  true, — 
Thou  didat  not  fail  when  the  cold  wind  blew, 
And  those  who  loved  me  when  Fortune  shone 
Left  me  to  hreast  the  dark  storm  alone; — 
In  my  weary  search  throii*rh  tlie  world  so  wide, 
In  light  or  darkness^  be  thou  my  guide!" 
And  away,  away,  o'er  the  cold  moist  ground* 
Sir  Reginald  folio wb  his  nohle  hound. 

The  glorious  main  I  the  glorious  main  I 
It  hinds  tlie  earth  witli  its  mighty  chain, — 
It  mirrors  the  sky  on  lU  heaYing  breast»^ — 
Ne%'er  in  silencej^  never  at  restl 
\VTien  the  winds  are  high,  with  an  angry  roar 
It  lashes  the  rocks  and  the  trembling  shore, — 
In  the  stiUness  of  night,  wh^  the  breezes  sleep, 
It  aiglis  and  murmursj  that  restless  deep— 
S^Tmbol  of  power,  of  mystery. 
What  were  the  beautiful  earth  without  thee? 
Like  a  bird  in  the  joy  of  the  early  spring. 
Cleaving  tlie  air  with  its  rapid  wing — 
Like  a  steed  set  loose  in  his  hour  of  pride — 
O'er  the  foaming  biUows  the  bark  doth  glide. 
The  wet  oai^  flash  in  the  warm  daylight, 
And  the  tall  masta  bend  *noaJh  the  canvas  white; 
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But  when  the  toils  of  the  day  are  done, 

Sir  Reginald  paceth  the  deck  alone; — 

A  strain  of  wondrous  melody 

Floats  like  a  sigh  o'er  the  placid  sea. 

And  lol  on  a  rock  all  rugged  and  bare 

Reclines  a  form,  more  than  mortal  fair, 

A  maiden,  braiding  her  tresses  bright. 

And  gazing  up  at  the  moon's  pale  light; 

Of  the  countless  treasures,  the  gems  that  sleep 

In  untrodden  halls  of  the  mighty  deep 

She  sang,  —  and  Sir  Reginald's  heart  was  stirred 

With  the  music  strange  of  each  mystic  word. 

And  he  longed  to  go  down  to  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

And  learn  all  its  secrets,  its  mystery! 

A  plunge,  a  murmur,  the  spray  flashes  high 
And  shrouds  from  his  gaze  the  starry  sky, — 
With  a  plashing  sound  and  a  murmur  dread. 
The  waters  close  o'er  the  young  Knight's  head. 
Swiftly  he  darts  through  the  ocean  vast, 
And  stands  on  the  smooth  bright  sand  at  last! 
Ah!  who  shall  tell  what  priceless  store 
Of  gold  and  gems  strew  the  ocean  hoar, — 
What  wonders  unguessed  by  mortal  thought, — 
What  spoils  of  earth,  by  the  tempests  brought 
To  deck  the  palaces  fair  and  free. 
Where  dwell  the  daughters  of  the  sea? 
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Banners  of  seaweed,  tangled  and  bright. 

Pillars  of  coral  red  and  white, — 

Halls,  that  the  shells  and  the  firm  sands  pave, 

CSrcled  and  roofed  hy  the  erjnstal  wave; — 

He  gazed  on  the  riches  that  round  him  hn% 

But  time  wore  on,  and  he  might  not  stay — 

A  string  of  pearls  m  his  hand  ho  took, 

Cast  on  the  palace  one  parting  look. 

And  hastened  once  more  through  the  heaving  hrine — 

Strange,  uncouth  shapes  form  in  ghastly  line, 

And  his  lieart  is  chilled  witli  a  nameless  fear 

As  tliose  grisly,  monstrous  forms  draw  near — 

His  strength  deserts  him,  his  cheek  is  wan. 

But  he  thinks  on  his  fairy  talisman; — 

It  brings  him  safe  tluroogh  that  dread  array* 

Safe  to  the  blessed  light  of  day  I 

He  gains  the  vessel  —  he  stands  once  more 

By  the  rippling  waves  on  the  rock*hound  shore. 

And  his  faithful  greyhound  takes  his  stand 

By  his  master^fi  tide,  and  licks  his  hand. 

Again  in  the  greenwood  Sir  Reginald  treads. 
And  the  Wizard  tree  o*er  his  patliway  spreads^ — 
**0  gentle  Fairy  I  look  down,  look  down 
On  the  trihute  1  bring  to  thy  sylvan  throne  I 
I  come  from  a  strange  yet  a  bright  abode. 
Where  the  foot  of  no  mortal  as  yet  hath  trod; 
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I  have  wrung  from  the  heart  of  the  heaving  mam 

The  treasm-es  I  asked  of  the  earth  in  vain, — 

The  fairest  spoils  of  the  crystal  sea. 

Pale,  virgin  pearls,  do  I  offer  thee; 

The  price  of  my  toils  once  more  I  claim — ^ 

Long,  long  he  paused,  but  no  answer  came! 

Dejected,  weary,  and  sick  at  heart. 

He  sat  him  down  'neath  the  oaks  apart; 

And  he  said,  ^^Ton  seared  and  blighted  tree. 

The  emblem  of  my  life  shall  be — 

Its  spring  of  promise  unfulfilled, — 

Its  young  leaves  withered,  nipped  and  cliillcd, — 

Its  blossoms,  white  as  driven  snow. 

Swept  sudden  from  the  parent  bough, — 

Nor  Sunmier's  warmth,  nor  genial  rain 

Shall  bid  the  trunk  revive  again  I 

Those  who  oft  met  round  my  father's  board. 

Who  drew,  at  his  word,  their  trusty  sword, — 

Proud,  in  the  shadow  of  his  name 

To  follow  in  the  paths  of  Fame, — 

Possessed  of  wealth  that  can  purchase  all, 

They  pass  me  now  in  the  festive  hall. 

Like  proud  birds  flaunting  in  plumage  bright. 

And  they  smile  in  scorn  at  the  penniless  Knight. — 

Ye  forests,  beneath  whose  friendly  shade 

In  the  joy  of  my  early  years,  I  strayed — 
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Ye  flowers  I  cberislied^  em  Grief  bail  come 
To  darken  tlie  peace  of  my  joyous  liome^ — 
Er^  I  felt  the  toucli  of  Sorrow,  which  now 
With  her  bummg  chain  girds  my  fevered  brow — 
Obi  bad  ye  wafted  your  sweet  perfume* 
In  thos€  happy  days,  o'er  my  quiet  tomb  I 
Weary  and  sad  is  my  heart  to-day, — 
Obi  could  I  cast  from  its  depths  away 
The  blight  of  trouble  and  car©  wliich  lies 
On  my  cliUdhood's  fairest  memorieSj — 
All  lis  hopes  decaycdj  all  its  wasted  powers,— 
As  I  cast  ye  from  me,  ye  gay  field  flowers  I* 

And  he  flung  them  aside,  i^,  with  beavy  heart. 

From  the  forest  be  turned  Viim  to  depart. 

Was  it  a  dream?  did  sweet  minstrelsy 

Well  from  the  trunk  of  the  haunted  tree? 

Yes  I  St  his  side  the  sweet  Ladye  stands, 

Folding  in  prayer  her  snowy  hands. 

With  ber  hloe  eyea  raised,  as  in  thanks  to  HeaYen 

For  tlie  boon  of  fireedom  the  Knight  hatb  given  I 

That  which  he  Bonght,  with  tail  and  pain. 

From  die  eartli  and  the  foaming  sea,  in  vain, — 

Lay  slirined,  all  the  while,  in  the  flowerets  sweet 

That  blossomed  turonnd  his  heedlc^  feeil 

Alas  I  how  often,  like  him,  we  roTe 

Far  from  the  shelter  of  household  love. 
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Wasting  our  efforts,  the  noblest  and  best, 
'All  our  heart's  rich  stores,  in  a  firuitless  quest, — 
While  the  worth  and  the  beauty  we  despise 
Of  the  simple  pleasure  that  near  us  lies — 
Happy,  thrice  liappyl  if  pitying  Fate 
Dis{X'l  the  illusion,  ere  'tis  too  late! 

There  is  feasting  and  joy  in  the  Baron's  hall! 

When,  on  the  breast  of  tlie  warrior  tall, 

Breatliing  forth  blessings,  mid  smiles  and  sighs, 

Happy,  yet  tearftil,  the  maiden  lies; 

Like  a  spray  of  woodbine,  trailing  free 

Round  the  sturdy  boughs  of  some  aged  tree — 

The  lamps  are  lit  in  the  chapel  high 

Whore  her  proud  forefathers  in  slumber  lie. 

The  good  priest  moves  to  the  Altar  side 

Whore  Sir  Reginald  stands  with  his  gentle  bride; 

And  their  liearts  are  joined,  on  that  holy  day. 

With  a  love  that  never  can  know  decay — 

Like  two  cn*stal  streams,  with  a  murmuring  tone 

Blending  their  sUvery  tides  in  one, 

Flow  through  the  plain  and  the  forest  glade« 

L^nruffled,  uni>arted  by  sim  or  shade. 

Till  ti^gether  they  enter  the  mighty  sea 

Tliat  hides  fr\>m  our  vision  Eternity! 


There  is  a  guardian  spirit 

To  every  mortal  given, 
To  nerve  and  cheer  the  suffering  heart, 

To  guide  fix)m  earth  to  Heaven; 
It  speaks  in  accents  musical 

To  the  wild  and  restless  throng. 
And  sheds  o'er  dreary  solitudes 

The  witchery  of  Song. 

It  dwells  in  storied  palaces, — 

In  ruins  quaint  and  hoar. 
Girt  with  the  stirring  memories 

Of  mighty  deeds  of  yore, — 
It  haunts  the  ancient  senate 

Where  the  patriot's  voice  rose  high, — 
The  dim  and  vast  Cathedrals 

Where  sceptred  princes  lie; — 


Oo  battle-fields,  where,  long  ago. 

The  feast  of  Death  was  spread. 
Where  the  long  grass  waves  so  tranquilly 

Above  the  slumberiBg  dead — 
In  quiet  country  churchyards, 

Where  the  graves  lie  side  by  side. 
And  o^er  them  in  the  snmmer  eves 

The  village  children  glide 

In  the  vast  and  dingy  city> 

The  wHdemess  of  sin  I 
With  lis  narrow,  crowded  allej-s 

Where  the  snii  looks  never  in — 
On  banks  where  rise  the  cowslips 

Beside  the  mossy  well — 
In  the  convent,  in  the  dungeon. 

In  the  hermit's  lonely  cell; — 

In  classic  haunts^  where  Genius 

Has  suffered,  toiled,  and  felt. 
Where  the  painter  o'er  his  easel  bent^ 

The  gifted  poet  dwelf^ 
Where  the  minstrel  tuned  his  magic  harp, 

And  sang  his  sweetest  lay, 
And  the  prisoned  spirit  burst  at  lengtli 

Its  tenement  of  clay; — 
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In  halls  of  light  and  revelry, 

Where  Pleasure  never  sleeps, — 
In  squalid  rooms,  where  Pover^' 

A  dreary  vigil  keeps, — 
In  cloistered  aisles,  where  holy  men 

In  meditation  trod, 
And  laid  their  hearts*  deep  treasures 

On  tlie  Altar  of  tfieir  God* 

Wherever  careless  Cliildhood 

Lifts  a  bright  inqoiring  eye, — 
Wherever  Man  with  thoughtful  brow 

His  daily  work  doth  ply, — 
Wliere  Woman  leams,  with  patient  smile 

To  suffer  and  endure, — 
Where  tlie  mourner  shrouds  within  his  breast 

A  grief  Time  cannot  cure; — 

In  the  page  of  pomi^ous  History, 

Where  noble  names  are  shrined, — 
In  books,  which  are  the  treasure-house 

Of  some  immortal  mind, — 
In  the  soft  and  balmy  breathings 

Of  the  gentle  summer  air, — 
In  the  sighs,  the  simplest  accents^ 

Of  a  heart^inspired  prayer, — 
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In  tho  pnmily  »tiipendous  fabrics 

0(  iin{H?risIiable  Art, 
In  stniins  of  martial  melody 

That  thrill  the  listener's  heart,— 
In  the  beaten  patlis  of  daily  life 

That  oKvie  around  us  lie, — 
ihi  the  mountains,  on  the  ocean. 

In  the  blue,  unclouded  sky. 

Yt>*!  in  our  irlorious  universe. 

While  all  thin^  that  hare  breath 
liut  U'll  tho  oAHrv(vated  tale 

iV  *ut!eritur  and  death. — 
WKilf^  Hv>{v  and  Fear  and  Memocr 

OVr  huu:ijui  beam  have  sway. — 
Tra:  S'^Hric**  ceccle  lEichzecscv 

SbuJil!  r^\-vr  raw  away! 


"Yt  nerer  was  tone,  their  Captayne  being  Stanleye, 
That  Lancachyrc,  Chcshyrc,  and  Wales  ran  awcye." 
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Rest  thee  beside  me,  little  one! 

My  heart  is  sad  to-day, 
Tis  filled  with  tlirongiiig  memories 

Of  friends  long  passed  away. 
I  love  to  hear  thy  silvery  voice 

In  laughter  ringing  free, — 
Tis  like  the  rippling  of  a  stream 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree — 
I  love  to  meet  the  sportive  glance 

Of  thy  bright,  watchful  eyes, 
Tis  like  the  bow  of  promise  sent 

To  cheer  our  cloaded  skies! 


(The  (fiallant  (Par!  of  Derbg. 

Thy  years  arc  passed  in  peace,  my  child! 

Love  watches  o'er  thy  life; 
But  mine  w:is  3[>ent  in  crowded  camps. 

On  fields  of  mortal  strife — 
In  vigils  dark,  in  {»oriIs  dire. 

In  weariness  and  pain, — 
God  grant  those  dark  and  evil  days 

May  never  dawn  again! 
And  wouldst  thou  hear  a  stirring  tale. 

Of  heroes  and  their  deeds. 
Of  beating  drum  and  clanging  spear. 

Of  proudly  prancing  steeds? 
Then  cast  away  thy  toys  awhile, 

Press  closer  to  my  side. 
And  learn  to  Wess  the  righteous  cause 

In  which  thy  kinsmen  died! 


11. 

Twere  long  to  tell  liow  rights  were  sc(»med. 

And  old  laws  trampled  down, 
IIow  rebels  lifted  impious  hands 

Agiiinst  our  Monarch's  crown; 
And  men  who  lx)re  a  holy  trust. 

Renounced  all  thought  of  good, 
Betrayed  the  counsels  of  their  Prince, 

And  filled  the  land  with  blood. 
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Then,  not  till  tlien,  the  sword  was  drawn, — 

Like  eagles  on  the  wing 
The  Cavaliers  of  England  flew 

To  guard  her  noble  King! 
Then  was  there  anuing  in  the  hind, 

The  bugle's  thrilling  call 
Aroused  tlie  i>easant  by  his  hearth, 

The  i>eer  within  his  hall! — 
Four  brethren  from  my  father's  house 

One  summer  mom  went  forth — 
Alas!  but  one  returned,  to  mourn 

By  that  forsaken  hearth! 
We  rode  in  hope  and  courage  high, 

In  youth's  own  reckless  mood. 
Nor  drew  the  rein,  till  on  the  verge 

Of  Ormskirk  heatli  we  stood. 


Noble,  and  hind,  and  franklin  bold 

Were  met  in  stem  array. 
Full  twenty  thousand  English  hearts 

Were  mustered  on  tliat  day — 
E'en  while  we  gazed,  a  sound  was  heard, — 

Each  head  was  gently  bowed. 
As  ye  have  seen  the  nodding  oaks 

When  sununer  winds  are  loud — 
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1  imll  joa      your  holy  Fatth^ 

Yotir  vows  of  pieiy. 
The  prayers  ye  lisped  in  early  years 

Beside  )^tir  Mother's  knee; 
The  church  beneath  whose  ivied  porch 

On  Sabbath  moms  ye  tread, — 
The  hope  that  lifts  your  thoughts  to  Heaven, 

The  graves  where  rest  your  dead! 
I  caU  you  by  the  sacred  ties 

Of  ancient  amity* 
The  bonds  that  joined  you  to  my  sim^ 

The  love  ye  bear  to  me; 
Oh  [  Fathers  I  Sons  t  I  call  you,  by 

A  deeper,  mightier  spell* — 
The  home%  beneath  ^Yhose  peaceful  roo& 

Your  wives  and  children  dwell ; 
If  ye  would  dwell  among  your  flocks 

In  happiness  and  peace,— 
If  ye  would  see  yotur  land  at  rest^ 

And  bid  the  tumults  cease;— 
If  ye  would  have  your  children  grow 

Arotmd  you  pure  and  free^ 
Blessing  their  fathers*  lofty  deeds — 

Oh !  rise,  and  follow  me  I  ** 
He  ceased^  and  through  the  listening  crowd 

A  thrilling  murmur  ran, 
And  twenty  thousand  warriors 

Rose,  like  a  single  man; — 


 ^  "  

* 
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Yet  well  in  senate  and  in  camp 

That  young  Lord  played  his  part. 
Meeting,  with  fiory  eloquence, 

The  traitor*s  baleful  art; —  | 
And,  when  our  bleeding  land  was  torn 

By  ills  till  then  unknown. 
He  rose,  a  champion  of  the  right, 

A  pillar  of  the  throne! 
His  was  a  glance,  a  sunny  smile. 

To  gentle  lady  dear, — 
A  sold  that  with  each  danger  rose, 

And  knew  nor  guile  nor  fear; — 
His  was  an  eye  like  eaglets  bright, 

Nought  *scaped  its  diuring  ken, — 
A  voice  tliat  pierced  tlie  battle's  din,  ' 

And  swayed  the  hearts  of  ment  ' 


T. 

"1  call  you,  by  the  mighty  links 

That  bind  tis  to  the  throne,^ —  ; 
By  alt  the  glorious  memories 

Of  ancient  triampha  won, — 
By  thoughts  that  nerve  the  patriot's  arm. 

And  make  all  true  hearts  clmg 
In  loyalty  around  the  caase 

Of  our  anointed  King! 

^S^— — —  — — - —  
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I  call  you  l»y  your  holy  Fftith» 

Your  VOW5  of  piety. 
The  prayor*  ye  Hsjied  in  eariy  years 

IWsiJe  your  Mothers  knee: 
The  church  Ivneath  whose  ivied  fetch 

On  SiVluth  moms  ye  tread. — 
The  h^^Jv  iLu  litU  your  ihoogfats  to  Heaven, 

The  iiTuw  where  n?s«  ycmr  dead! 
I  caII  yvu  by  ihe  sAcnsd  tie* 

Jkacxn:  Az-iiy, 
The  On:  ;•.  >x\i  yvxx  to  my  sires^ 

v"^"  Fiii^rsI  S»:c<!  I  call  y\>c  by 
A  ieevxT,  ni-^ziA-  *c*ll- — 

1:       w.cLi  iw,-.;  Azs:cic  yccr  ^vk5 

1:        wv<:.".i  ^s^a.  ;.  .ct  jazu  j£ 

A:?  i.         :i<f  r^:;  : — 

1:       ^-.'vi  'l       V  -  or  :-iilcr^a  ^ 

A  :.V-  :^  z:  ^L3» 
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That  sound  became  a  deafening  cheer^ 
From  rank  to  rank  it  spread — 

Who  would  not  follow  to  the  death 
Wherever  Stanley  led? 

Nine  weary  years  of  blood  and  tears. 

Of  toils  and  griefa  enow. 
In  victory  or  diro  defeat 

We  kept  that  solemn  vow. 
We  saw  our  pleasant  fields  laid  waste. 

Our  harvests  scattered  round. 
The  homes  where  first  our  breath  we  drew 

Were  levelled  with  the  ground; 
The  foe,  tlirough  merry  Lancashire 

Swept  like  a  raging  flood. 
And  wrote  a  traitor's  blighted  name 
In  chaiaeters  of  lurid  flame. 

In  rapine  and  in  blood. 
Ohl  when  we  met  them  face  to  face. 

What  glorious  fields  were  won  I 
We  swept  them  from  tlie  trampled  land 

Like  clouds  l>efore  the  &im; 
For  vengeance  raised  the  feeblest  arm» 

And  bared  the  peasant's  sword,— 
Ask  Wigan's  heath,  aak  Preston's  walls. 

How  fought  our  gsJlant  Lord! 
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vu. 

Meanwhile,  in  Lathom's  princely  halls. 

With  her  children  at  her  side. 
Through  days  of  grief  and  nights  of  dread 

Abode  his  noble  bride. 
With  serried  spears  and  pennons  gay 

The  rebel  army  came; 
By  challenge  loud  and  words  of  ruth 
They  sought  to  shake  the  steadfast  truth 

Of  that  high-hearted  dame. 
Though  mighty  were  her  enemies, 

Her  warders  old  and  few. 
Her  post  that  fearless  Lady  held 

'Gainst  the  insurgent  crew. 
Week  after  week  rolled  slowly  by. 

Till  hope  at  last  gave  way. 
And  heavy  were  the  tidings  brought 

To  Chester  where  we  lay. 
To  horse  1  to  horse  1  o'er  moor  and  hill 

We  rode  in  breathless  speed. 
To  save  from  sorrow  worse  than  death 

The  Countess  in  her  need. 
The  siege  was  raised  —  the  foe  dispersed — 

For  who  could  e'er  withstand 
The  charge  of  Rupert's  fiery  horse. 

The  stroke  of  Derby's  hand? 
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We  tracked  them  through  the  Bummer  woods 

To  Bolton's  guarded  wall. 
We  swore  that,  ere  the  morrow*s  dawn^ 

That  haughty  town  should  fall; 
But  long  and  deadly  was  tlie  strife, 

Our  swords  were  deeply  dyed. 
Ere  from  those  lofty  battlements 

The  SUindard  waved  in  pride, 
Alaal  it  waved  o'er  many  a  corse. 

And  mmf  a  cloven  crest — 
There  one  was  taken  from  our  band^ 

The  youngest  and  the  beat! 
Wo  found  him  stretched  upon  the  ground 

When  that  dark  fight  wm  oW, — 
But  holy  was  his  look,  and  calm 

The  smile  his  young  lip  wore — 
Above  hij*  fair  and  open  brow 

The  crimson  turf  we  spread. 
And  simple  prayers  were  breatlied  for  him. 

And  bitter  tears  were  shed* 
But  oh  I  erelong,  in  pain  and  wrong. 

When  wrapped  in  dungeon  gloom, 
I  envied  him  his  brief  career, 

Hia  proud  and  early  doom  I 
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It  was  a  sultry  summer's  eve^ 

Tlie  world  wa5  sunk  in  tdiadej 
And  fast  athweul  the  lurid  sky 

The  veering  lightnings  played- 
And  there  was  tumult  on  the  earth — 

By  that  uncertain  light. 
Two  armfcd  bands  of  mortal  foes 

Were  marslialled  to  the  fight 
A  solemn  murmur  &om  our  ranks 

Rose  on  the  fainting  air  ; 
A  hush  passed  o'er  the  restless  crowd. 
Each  waiTtor'g  head  was  meekly  bowed. 

Each  hand  was  raised  in  pray  en 
At  every  pactse  tlie  good  priest  made, 

Broke  in  a  dist^t  cry, 
We  lieard  the  hymn  of  the  Puritan, 

The  thunder  of  the  sky. 
Charge!  charge!  the  foremost  ranks  are  met. 

And  Rupert's  snowy  plume 
Flashes,  a  beacon  midst  the  storm, 

A  meteor  through  the  gloom  I 
On !  on  I  the  rebel  Scots  give  way. 

The  fight  is  nearly  done — 
One  echoing  shout,  one  effort  more — 

The  distant  hill  is  won  I 
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Now  thanks  be  unto  Him,  who9<?  ann 

Hatli  giv-en  us  the  day! — 
But  say,  what  means  that  sudden  wiulj 

That  cry  of  wild  dismay? 
Bark — back  across  the  field  we  haste, 

Tiiat  dark  and  fatal  field— 
Tis  strewn  aliktj  with  firiend  and  foe, 
The  grey-haired  sirei  tlie  youth  laid  low 

Upon  hie  dinted  shield — 
True  to  the  last^  our  warriors 

In  Berried  phalanx  atand, 
Hemmed  in,  and  felled  on  every  side 

By  Cromweirii  iron  band; 
They  fall,  as  falla  the  ripened  com 

Beneath  the  reaper's  handl 
Then  forward  sprang  our  noblo  chief. 

And  waved  his  sword  on  high, 
Ajid  loud,  ahov«  the  battle's  roar. 

We  heard  his  rallying  crjl 
Thrice  on  die  hated  foe  we  rush, 

Tlirice  are  we  driven  back, — 
Despair  hath  braced  the  weakest  arm. 

Death  follows  in  our  track. 
Again  I  'tis  vain!  the  ranks  give  way. 

The  fruitless  strife  is  o*er. 
And  aadly  doth  Night's  sable  i)all, 
The  veil  of  shame  and  sorrow,  fall 

On  Marston's  fatal  moor! 
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Then  darker,  deadlier  o'er  the  land 

The  waves  of  faction  spread. 
By  impious  hands,  upon  the  block 

King  Charles's  blood  was  shed. 
Our  noblest  too,  in  pain  and  woe 

Had  yielded  up  their  breatli; 
Some  wore  the  prisoner's  heavy  chain. 
And  some,  on  many  a  crimson  plain 

Had  met  a  soldier's  death. 
And  few  —  ahl  few  remained  of  all 

Who  drew  the  righteous  sword. 
When  from  the  hamlets  of  the  north 
A  fearless  yeomanry  went  forth 

To  follow  Derby's  Lord. 
And  darker  grew  our  leader's  brow. 

His  simny  hair  turned  grey. 
The  voice  that  thrilled  each  manly  heart 

Grew  sadder  day  by  day. 
Yet  ever  when  the  foe  we  met 

And  heard  the  trumpets  ring, — 
Then  waved  his  gleaming  falchion  high. 
Then  rose  his  stirring  battle-cry — 

"For  God,  and  for  the  Kingl" 
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On  Worcester's  long-contested  plain 

The  Royal  Standard  fell; 
The  sullen  cannon  booming  there. 
The  cries  that  shook  the  startled  air, 

Rang  many  a  brave  man's  knell. 
Boldly  the  Earl  rode  forth  that  mom 

To  battle  for  the  throne; 
But  evening  found  him  midst  his  foes, 

A  captive  and  alone ! 
They  bore  him  towards  the  North  Countrie, 

They  watched  him  night  and  day; 
His  blood  must  quench  their  vengeful  hat^?. 

His  life  the  forfeit  pay. 
At  Bolton,  where  his  fiery  train 

Had  swept  in  triumph  by. 
They  doomed  him  to  a  traitor's  death 

Upon  the  scaffold  high. 
And  thought  they  on  lus  blazoned  shield 

To  cast  a  felon  stain? 
A  hundred  knights  of  Stanley's  name 
Had  borne  those  arms  in  lista  of  Cune, 
Had  won  the  herald's  loud  accUiin, 

The  bard's  impassioned  stnin — 
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Yet  oh  I  thou  great  and  gallant  Earl  I 

What  were  their  deeds  to  thine? — 
Courage  sustained  thee  in  that  hour. 
Courage  and  Faith,  the  lofty  dower 

Of  thine  ancestral  line! 
Though  round  thee  pressed  the  sullen  crowd, 

With  sword  and  glittering  lance — 
They  quailed,  those  canting  hypocrites  1 

At  thine  undaunted  glance. 
Louder  the  cries  of  vengeance  rose — 

Alas!  not  one  was  there 
To  shed  a  pitying  tear  for  thee. 

To  breathe  a  Christian's  prayer! 
One  moment's  pause — his  hands  are  clasped — 

The  hero's  steadfast  eye 
Turns  upward  to  the  smiling  heaven. 

The  glorious  summer  sky; 
Then  fearlessly  upon  the  block 

He  bowed  his  stately  head — 
Flashed  from  the  steel  one  lightning  ray — 
It  fell — and  from  its  house  of  clay 

That  gallant  spirit  fled! 
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And  nmd  I  none  of  all  who  met 

Aromid  his  ample  board, 
Was  near  hini  in  tho  last  sad  houTj 

Wlien  fell  the  headsman's  sword? 
Oh  I  there  was  one,  whose  faithful  beai*t 

Had  shared  his  triumplis  past. 
Had  followed  hun  through  good  and  ill. 

Nor  failed  him  at  tlie  last 
For  when  the  iullen  traitors  came 

To  bear  him  to  his  rest, 
They  found  a  scroll  laid  reverently 

Across  his  manly  breast; 
Few  words  were  there,  a  simple  strain 

Bespoke  the  patriot's  woe 
For  the  kind  heart,  the  generous  hand 

Of  liim  who  slept  below* 
They  found  it  in  their  hour  of  pride, 

And  they  trembled  as  they  read, 
For  well  they  knew  earth  would  not  hide 

The  noble  blood  they  shed* 
Oh!  never,  on  the  stormy  field 

When  helms  came  crashing  down, 
Hath  soldier  wrought  such  glorious  deeds. 

Or  won  such  high  renown  I 
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And  never^  till  our  land  is  made 

A  prey  to  foreign  scorn. 
Her  sons  laid  low,  her  strength  decayed, 

Her  ancient  glories  shorn, — 
Till  Loyalty  becomes  a  dream. 

And  Truth  an  empty  word. 
Shall  British  hearts  forget  the  name 

Of  Derby's  gallant  Lord! 


2Sth  February,  1855. 


TwAS  but  Sk  dream !  the  calm  and  pleasant  glade, 
Whoae  turf  was  sprinkled  with  the  silvery  dew* — 

The  bounding  de«r — tho  chequered  light  tlmt  etrayed 
Through  the  green  leaves  of  that  loug  avenuej — 

Mom  caught  fresh  glory  finom  Hope's  lustrous  glance> 

Eve  brought  the  tuneful  song,  the  graceful  dance,— 
My  joys  were  many  and  my  sorrows  few ; — 

I  wake,  alas  I  m  poverty  and  gloomy 

Treading  the  dreary  path  whose  issue  is  the  tomb! 

Bright  memories  of  Youth's  unsullied  hours  I 

Life's  morning  dreams  I  ah  I  wherefore  haunt  me  now? 

Thickly  my  patli  is  strewn  with  faded  flowers, 
The  drops  of  agony  are  on  my  brow — 

Disease  and  want  md  misery  have  spread 

Their  icy  cloud  o'er  my  devoted  head; 

My  hopes  have  chilled,  and  earthward  forced  to  bow 

The  thoughts  that  soared  aloft  on  wings  of  fire^^ — 

My  failing  hand  hath  dropped  alike  the  sword  and  lyre. 
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A  gallant  bark^  with  many  a  streamer  gaj 
And  sail  that  flattered  to  the  breez^a^  was  1$ 

Dancing  along^  amid  the  feathery  spray. 

Breasting  tlie  billows  when  the  winds  were  high, — 

Youth,  Love,  ^d  Glory  formed  it^  precious  freight, 

Hope  at  the  helm,  a  smiling  pilots  sate — 

And  now — O  Godl  wrecked,  shattered,  and  cast  by 

To  moulder  on  a  bleak,  inglorious  shore. 

Its  glittering  prow  shall  cleave  the  yielding  waves  no 
morel 

Around  me  flows  the  restless  tide  of  life. 

The  stormy  murmur  of  tlie  crowd  I  hear, — 

Young,  gallant  hearts  press  onward  to  the  sti-ife. 
Thirsting  for  gloiy,  ignorant  of  fear^ — 

Lips,  Uiat  Life's  bitter  cup  have  never  tasted. 

Hearts,  whose  deep  wealth  the  world  not   yet  Imth 
wasted ; 

Oil  1  will  they  prosper  in  their  high  career  ? 
Will  Fame's  bright  garlands  croWn  their  lofty  brow — 
Or  will  they  sink  ere  long,  to  be  as  I  am  now? 

By  all  deserted  and  by  all  forgot  I 

The  menial  train,  the  base  and  fickle  horde 

Who  fluttered  roimd,  when  o'er  my  happy  lot 

Her  dazzling  sunbeams  changeful  Fortune  poured, — 
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Tlie  doar,  tlie  chosen  fi-iemls  who  at  my  aide 
In  the  ml  hour  of  fight  were  wont  to  rido, 

Who  Bhared  my  cup^  and  fcmsted  at  my  board 
In  close  companionship — they  pass  mc  by 
With  pitying  wordi  cold  smile,  and  hidf-a verted  eye. 

Thou  too,  oh  I  thon^  whose  radiant  beauty  slione 

In  the  gay  courts  a  creature  all  divine  I 
My  trembling  lute  I  strung  for  thee  alone, 

And  poured  my  soul's  deep  worship  at  thy  shrine;— 
And  if  in  court  or  camp,  I  toiled  to  claim 
The  bard's  rich  guerdon  and  the  hero's  name, 

Twas  but  to  win  one  smile,  one  look  of  thine  t 
But  thou,  in  sorrow's  darkest,  heaviest  day. 
Like  some  bright,  fickle  stream,  dicbt   smiling  glide 
away  1 

And  art  thou  happy,  when  thy  children  come 
Around  thee  nestling  when  the  sun  hatli  sctjf 

Is  thy  step  light  witbin  thy  stately  home? — 
Thy  voice  aa  joyous  as  when  first  we  met? 

Or  haply,  in  tliino  hours  of  chastened  thought, 

A  sad  reminiscence  hath  Memory  brought 

Of  him  who  loved  thee  once — who  loves  thee  yet? 

And  dost  thou  grieve? — Ah  no  I  it  camiot  be  I 

Thou  art  too  proud  to  waste  one  passing  thought  on  me  I 
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Ohl  haw!  I  perished  when  the  booming  roar 

Of  the  loud  cannon  shook  the  startled  land, 
When  the  close-trampled  turf  was  dyed  witli  gore. 
And  death-clouds  hung  o*er  our  devoted  band! 
I  had  not  seen  my  King  on  scaffold  sl&inj 
Life*s  hopes  decay^^ — her  sweet  illusions  wane, — 
Nor  felt  the  gripe  of  Poverty's  cold  hand — 
My  name  had  then  been  shrined  among  the  brave. 
And   gentle   hearts   had   mourned  o^er  my  untimely 
grave ! 

Look  up,  weak  heart!    In  the  blue  summer  skies 

Serene  and  caLm^  the  stars  are  shining  bright 
In  changeless  beauty^  those  immortal  eyes 

Gleam  from  the  solemn  firmament  of  Night, — 
The  wail  of  human  grief  they  may  not  h^, — 
No  tumult  reaches  their  majestic  sphere> 

Nor  dims  with  earthly  clouds  their  radiant  light — 
Steadfast  and  pure  like  them^  the  heroes  soulj 
Fixing  its  gaze  on  highj  ^ould  march  towards  the 

goal- 
Sweet  Poesy!  I  woo'd  thee  in  my  spring. 

When  hopes  were  thick  as  blossoms  on  the  bought — 
A  joyous  fairy,  home  on  rainbow  wing, 

With  eye  of  light  and  voice  of  love,  wert  tliou^^ — 
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And  1  obey — with  lowly  heart  I  bow. 

Father  and  Friend  1  before  Thee  in  the  dust — 
My  sins  I  mourn,  my  firailties  I  avow. 

In  Thy  redeeming  love  alone  I  trust  1 
Darkly  the  lurid  clouds  around  me  close — 
Yet,  though  encircled  by  a  thousand  foes, 

Hope  whispers  comfort,  for  my  cause  was  just ! 
The  fight  is  done  —  the  soldier  sheathes  his  sword — 
The  Christian  waits  in  faith  the  summons  of  his  Lord! 


A  SONG  of  the  days  gone  by. 

The  glorious  days  of  old. 
When  brows  grew  dark  and  hearts  beat  high. 

As  the  stirring  tale  was  toldl 

When  firom  the  mighty  North 
The  plaided  chiefs  came  down* 

And  the  Lowlands  sent  their  bravest  fortli 
To  fight  for  Scotland's  crown; 

And  when,  at  dead  of  night. 

Through  Don-Edin's  guarded  street, 

Came  the  sudden  flash  of  the  torches'  light, 
And  the  tramp  of  many  feet; 


And  the  city  woke  in  fear 

To  the  loud  and  echoing  peal 
Of  tlie  bagpipes,  ringing  high  and  clear 

The  war-notes  of  Lochiell 

Once  more  the  Stuart  stood 

In  his  ancient  palace  hall^ 
Where  the  stately  forms  of  his  fiithers  good 

Gleamed  on  the  pictured  wall. 

With  measured  pace  moved  on 

A  proud  and  courtly  band. 
And  music  rose,  and  the  bright  lamps  shone 

On  tlic  noblest  of  the  land; 

And  gentle  dames  were  there. 

And  lords  of  martial  port, — 
All  tliat  was  noble,  good,  and  fair, 

Came  to  grace  Prince  Charlie's  court.; 

Proud  was  the  clansman's  eye 
As  he  viewed  that  loyal  train. 

For  he  dreamed  that  the  days  of  Chivaliy 
Had  dawned  on  earth  again; 
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With  kindling  dieek  he  told 

Of  SootIand*s  higU  renown. 
And  tho  myaJ  line  of  warriiHs  hold 

Who  wore  her  ancient  crown. 

Emblem  of  fiuth  and  tmth. 

Gleamed  the  pure  rose  of  snow 
O'er  the  flashing  eye  of  ardent  youth, 

And  the  old  man^s  furrowed  brow. 

Many  an  eye  was  red. 

And  many  a  prayer  arose^ 
When  forth  that  gallant  army  sped 

To  meet  the  SasEon  foes  ; 

Many  a  daring  feat 

They  wrought  on  tlic  Southern  plam^^^ — 
But  never  more,  through  Dun-Edin's  street 

Did  the  heroefl  march  again  I 

Some,  by  field  and  flood, 

And  some,  on  the  scaffold  highj 
Sealed  with  the  price  of  their  hearts'  best  blood 

Their  lave  and  loyalty; 


402  ^  (lf<rrt8-(lfH 


And  some,  on  a  foreign  strand. 

In  grief  and  poverty. 
Pining  in  vain  for  their  native  land. 

Have  laid  them  down  to  diet 

Oh  I  count  it  holy  ground 

Where  Scotland's  martyrs  fell  I 

Long  shall  their  memory  cast  around 
A  deep  and  holy  spelL 

By  the  lone  river  side. 

By  mountain  pass  and  glen. 

Shall  Scottish  hearts  oft  throb  with  pride 
At  the  name  of  Charlie's  men. 


Though  the  wild  dream  of  fame. 

The  pomp  of  feudal  sway. 
The  white  cockade,  and  the  Stuarf  s  name. 

Have  long  since  died  away. 

Gone  now  is  Scotland's  power. 

The  clans  are  severed  wide. 
And  strangers  lord  it  in  the  tower 

That  saw  the  chieftain's  pride; 


No  more  the  claymores  glcam^ 
And  the  old  gatlicring  cry 

Sounds  like  the  echo  of  a  dream — 
Alas!  for  the  days  gone  by! 


It  It  rvUtcd  IhH.  lianof  the  dnl  vtf  which  followed  RerolBtioB  of 
I^Mk  a  Kepoblkmn  oflkcr  cndeaToared  ninlr  to  pgwde  his  iwiwn 
to  rtnowm  the  Auth  of  his  Aahmw  Finding  argmmenu  —aviiliBg,  he 
had  recome  to  mefiacM*  and  thrmtcncd  to  dndor  the  ch  vchs  aad 
eTWTthuiir  •ppertaininf  to  the  acrTiM  of  rel^ioB.  B«t  the  peum. 
ktohhif  lo  he^Ttn,  replied  qJmtr,  *^  D  Me  i  tirtu  ■>  Umjom  le  mIhI  tt 
iMeioilM!* 


TmT  Mood  lO|i^hor«  by  $ide<»  al  eTeiiii^*s  devr  Imr, 
In  the  hw¥tol  and  dt'^fening  shadow  of  tbe  a^^ed  Iwifinr 

The  »uitw<  lin^xi  the  QeighKMuiiig  hiDs  with  ifes  msmSw^ 

Arxi  jlied  a  mikkr  ndtance  o*<r  the  ca^^dre  aad  k&»  tw. 


Au  day  to  :soQiid»  of  ntrxHtt  {crile  the  iKifem  wiSdQhr  noip. 
TSf  n^IyiBic  $boat«  the  rtpd  charse«  the  tnoBp^c?  anut^ 

Ivu;  tbe  ben>-baBii^  of  BrlnsBy  wim  Kaaaemi  ai  «r 

A:»i  vhx  thtt  e«il         the  faBp»  «f  ewcaoK  dbns. 
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A  strange  and  moumfal  scene  was  that  —  the  fields  where 

waved  tlie  grain 
Were  dinted  by  close^trampling  hoofs,  and  strewn  with  heaps 

of  slam; 

The  old  man*s  hoary  head  laid  low, — ^tho  youth  called  ere  his 
prime. 

Like  a  young  oak  by  the  tempest  felled  in  the  pleasant 
summer  time. 

All  silent  and  deserted  rose  the  venerated  pile, 
Ho  pilgrim  at  the  threshold  paiwsd,  or  trod  the  ihadowy 
aiste; 

Belie,  and  bead,  and  breviaire  around  the  altar  lay, 
The  lamp  was  quenched,  the  Cracifijc  uptorn  and  cast  away, 

Sadt  yet  serene,  the  peasant  stood,  with  eyes  nptumed  to 
heaven; 

Though  vainly  for  a  noble  cause  his  hand  had  fearless  striven, 
His  God  sustained  him  in  that  hour  of  pain  and  mortal  dread, 
And  brightly  o'er  the  closing  scene,  FaithV  silvery  beam  was 
shed. 

But  darkly  frowned  the  warrior,  whose  keen,  unholy  brand 
Hail  filled  with  death  and  foul  disgrace  tlie  devastated  land; 
No  generous  thought,  no  soldier's  pride,  could  Victorj^'s  self 
impart 

To  that  downcast  and  sullen  brow,  that  cold  and  faithless 
heart. 
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"  Ilcnouncc  Uiy  God !  ^  the  tempter  cried ;  "  turn  fipom  thy 

fvdihf  and  live, — 
Honours  and  wealdi,  nay,  life  itself,  are  in  my  power  to  give — 
Richer  than  fairy  dreams  sliall  be  the  harvest  thou  mayst  reap. 
Why  tliink  of  life  beyond  the  tomb  ?  Death  is  an  endless  sleepi 

"  Our  swords  liavo  drunk  the  tyrants'  blood,  our  arms  have 

made  us  free, — 
And  sliull  we,  at  a  shaveling's  word,  still  bow  the  servile  knee  ? 
Nu  I  man  hath  no  superior,  no  laws  can  he  obey; 
lie  rules  the  prostrate  world,  and  owns  no  creed  save  Reason's 

sway  I 

*'Thou'rt  silent,  and  Uiy  heart  still  clings  to  fables  long 
gone  by. 

Know'st  thou  my  voice  can  doom  thee  now  to  suffer  and  to  die  ? 
When  the  rank  gross  and  thistles  wave  o'er  yonder  proud 
abode — 

Its  walls  hewn  down,  its  priest8  laid  low — ^where  wilt  tliou 
siH»k  thy  God  ? 

Calmly  he  mot  the  scoffer's  gaze ;  he  pointed  towards  the  sky. 
And  thuR,  with  voice  subdued  yet  firm,  the  Christian  made 
reply : 

*'  Ay !  thou  mayst  bid  the  captive  pine  beneath  the  dungeon 
Imm, — 

Hut  canst  thou  rule  the  kingly  sun,  or  canst  thou  quench  the 
stars?" 
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Oh,  peasant  I  versed  in  mightier  tmths,  in  deeper,  holier  lore 
Than  ever  crowned  the  life-long  quest  of  boastful  sage  of 
yore;— 

The  rich  and  great  ones  of  the  earth,  the  lords  of  wealth 
and  art, 

Might  envy  thee  that  simple  faith,  that  pure  and  child-like 
heart  I 


Fboh  leafy  grove  and  verdant  plain 
The  young  birds  pour  their  cheerful  strain, 
For  Summer's  bright  and  jocund  ray 
Hath  ushered  in  thy  natal  day. 

Warm  as  the  fertilizing  beam 
That  wakes  new  life  by  mount  and  stream, — 
Fresh  as  the  breeze  that  stirs  the  tree, — 
Is  each  fond  prayer  I  breathe  for  thee. 

No  idle  wish  my  heart  would  frame 
For  bliss  that  Earth  may  never  claim. 
For  lasting  jojB  and  cloudless  sky. 
And  paths  where  no  dark  shadows  lie. 
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For  thotij  as  rose  the  star  of  youth 
Didst  early  learn  the  mournful  trutli. 
Thy  heart  was  often  sorely  tried, 
And  joy  to  pahi  was  near  allied. 

We  sat  and  watched  thy  changing  cheek 
Revealing  ills  thou  wouldst  not  apeak. 
And  many  an  hour  of  grief  and  gloom 
We  spent  within  thy  darkened  room. 

Once  more,  from  thy  accustomed  place 
Looks  gaily  forth  thy  smiling  face,^ — 
Thy  thoughtful  care  once  more  we  prove. 
And  offices  of  patient  love- 
But  every  dark  and  bygone  fear 
Doth  thee  to  us  still  more  endear. 
And  many  are  the  sweet  thoughts,  bom 
In  our  ^1  hearts^  Hub  happy  momi 

As  one,  whose  frail  bark  long  hath  striven 
With  the  rough  gales  of  angry  heaven. 
Returning,  greets  the  well-known  shore 
With  rapture  never  felt  before. 

imJune,  IU6* 
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The  village  homes  deaerted,  and  the  fane 

Responds  no  longer  to  the  voice  of  prayer^ 

Sharp  must  the  sickle^  red  the  harvest  be  I 

For  War's  shrill  summons  echoes  tlirough  the  land* 

No  more  the  son  reveres  the  faith  which  cheers 

His  &ther'3  hoary  age, — and  they  who  shared 

One  couchj  and  mingling  in  one  joyous  game 

Lisped  the  same  language^  meet  as  foemen  nowt 

Yet,  honour  to  the  brave  I  ^ — to  thoie  who  clung 

In  love  and  fervoiu"  to  their  antiqne  creed. 

And  *'shed  their  blood  like  water"  for  its  sakel 

And  unto  ye,  the  Champions  of  our  Faith, 

Who,  from  your  distant  lands,  went  nobly  forth 

To  free  the  minds  of  men,  proclaiming  still 

The  Word  of  God  should  be  alone  your  guide  I 

A  glorious  legacy  did  ye  bequeathe 

From  your  cold  graves  to  us!  —  For  this>  ye  left 

Old  Norway's  soimdiog  shore  and  woods  of  pinei — 

And  Caledonians  rugged,  fern-clad  hills, — 

And  the  green  vales  of  England  —  and  for  tins. 

Oh!  great  Gustavusl  shall  thy  name  be  shrined 

'Mid  all  that  earth  holds  loftiest  and  most  dear* 

It  was  no  idle  thirst  for  power  and  pride 

That  lured  thee  from  thy  northern  throne,  to  share 

A  soldier*s  toils  and  dangers,  and  t^  find 

In  foreign  earth  a  soIdier^s  bloody  grava 

Behgion^s  purest  beams  still  sanctify 

The  wild  plain  where  the  Christian  hero  fell! 
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Morn  on  the  battle-field!   As  crowd  the  flocks. 
Obedient  to  the  paator^s  summons  inild> 
So  roll  the  waves  of  that  tumidtuous  throng 
Around  one  spot,  —  the  grassy  mound  where  stands 
Tho  aged  Father  of  their  Church,  renowned 
For  eloquence^  and  zeal,  and  varied  lore. 
Lofty  his  port,  and  white  locks  reverently 
Shaded  his  pale  and  apostolic  browj 
Yet  fire  was  in  his  eye,  aa  he  looked  fortli 
On  tJie  fierce  multitudes^  and,  with  liis  arm 
Outstretched  J  he  pointed  towards  the  distant  foe. 
Then  straightway  rose  a  murmur,  and  a  sound 
Of  clashing  weapons;  but  the  old  man  paused, 
Raising  liis  glance  to  heaven,  as  from  thence 
To  draw  pure  inspiration,  and  to  hold 
Commune  with  saints  and  spirits  of  the  just. 
And  martyrs  glorified-    Serene  and  clear 
Rose  the  blue  dome  above  the  crime- stained  earth, 
A  shadow  passed  across  liis  lifted  brow, 
For  in  his  heart  awoke  a  thought  of  Him 
Who  came  to  earth, — who  suffered,  toiled,  and  wept, 
To  save  His  erring  creatures,  —  and  who  taught 
The  sign  and  essence  of  His  worship  —  Love! 
Yet,  in  His  name  the  murderous  sword  was  bared. 
Crime  stalked  through  shuddering  lauds,  and  rapine  filled 
Thousands  of  happy  homes  I  —  Awhile  ho  strove 
With  tears  for  utterance,  —  then  lowly  bent 
On  the  green  turf,  and  murmui*ed  as  he  knelt: 


Irager  on  the  ^iMt-fiM. 
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"God  is  above  ns,  brethren  I  let  us  prayl" 
There  went  a  thrill  through  that  vast  multitude; 
The  coldest  heart  was  seized  with  sudden  awe: 
Gently  they  bowed,  as  bows  the  yielding  wave 
To  the  swift  passage  of  the  imperious  wind; 
Anon  the  bugles  sounded,  and  the  earth 
Shook  to  the  march  of  squadrons,  and  a  cloud 
Of  lurid  vapour  hid  the  face  of  heaven. 
Proudly  they  bore  themselves  that  day,  —  the  sons 
Of  the  grim  Yikings  and  the  Northmen  bold! 
Nor  was  their  hand  less  sure,  their  heart  less  firm. 
That  the  dark  strife  was  prefaced  by  a  prayer  I 
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Enyt  not  the  Child  of  Genius  1 

Though  he.  leads  a  life  apart^ 
Monarch  of  the  golden  dream-land 

Hidden  close  within  his  heart 

Ahl  too  often  is  the  Ijrre 

Tuned  to  sounds  of  grief  and  gloom^ — 
Round  its  sweetest  accents  hover 

Shapes  and  shadows  of  the  tomb. 

He  ia  like  an  exile^  destined 

For  a  lovely  home  to  pine^ — 
Like  a  pilgrim,  toiling  ever 

Towards  a  fair  and  distant  shrine. 

Soft  the  voice  of  inspiration 
Steals  across  the  Poet's  brain; 

Mortal  lips  may  never  utter 

Half  the  music  of  that  strain. 
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Feeble  are  our  words,  and  heartless — 
And  too  oft  the  trembling  hand 

Fails,  with  warmth  and  tmth,  to  render 
What  the  daring  heart  hath  planned. 

Yet,  why  murmur?   Tis  the  craven 
Who  succumbs  to  pain  and  dole, — 

Soaring,  soaring,  ever  upwards 
Like  an  eagle,  flies  the  soul  I 

All  those  dim  and  restlesd  yearnings. 
All  that  thirst  for  better  things. 

Are  but  iypes  of  that  blest  region 
Where  first  spread  the  spirit's  wings. 

They,  with  solemn  aspirations. 
Bid  him  lift  his  weary  eyes 

Towards  the  cloudless,  bright  Elysium 
That  awaits  him  in  the  skies. 


Faib  are  thy  banks^  O  silver  Loire! 

And  bright  thy  murmuring  stream 
Glides  by  the  quiet  village  homes^ 

Where  mirthftd  fiwjes  gleam> — 
By  halls  where  dwelt  some  mighty  line^ 
And  fields  where  trails  the  graceful  vine. 

Tet  other  scenes  tliy  waves  beheld. 
Rude  steps  once  trod  thy  shore, 

The  grass  was  trampled  'neath  the  feet 
Of  dark,  unholy  war, — 

And,  with  thy  children's  life-blood  dyed. 

Rolled  to  the  sea  thy  crimson  tide. 

Within  a  humble,  low-roofed  cot, 

A  dying  warrior  lay, 
A  soul  of  pure  and  priceless  wortli 

Passing  from  earth  away, — 
And  friends,  by  long  misfortunes  tried. 
Stood  in  mute  anguish  by  his  side. 
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Ah  met  to  see  Deatli's  icy  veil 

Ste^  o*er  the  sanses  fine,^ — 
Tho  pallid  lips  no  longer  smile, 

The  eyes  forget  to  shine, — 
The  voice  tlmt  once  rose  clear  and  high, 
Faint  as  a  slumbering  inlknt^s  sighl 

Silence  and  sadnesa  aligned  within, — 
Loud  rose  the  storm  without, — 

The  fiery  speech,  the  echoing  din 
Of  annsj  the  vengeful  shout. 

Childhood's  quick  sob,  and  woman's  prayer. 

And  the  wUd  cry  of  fierce  despain 

That  sound  hath  caught  the  hero's  ear 
And  flashed  his  pallid  cheek, 

And  the  good  priest  bends  low,  to  hetr 
Ilis  accents  faint  and  weak; — 

**OhI  let  not  Murder's  foulest  stain 

Upon  our  sacred  cause  remain! 

*'  True  t  they  unto  your  lips  have  pressed 

The  bitter  cup  of  woe^ — 
Yet  wreak  not  vengeance  swift  and  dark 

On  your  defenceless  foe — 
By  all  the  love  ye  bear  to  me, 
I  pray,  I  charge  you,  set  Uiem  froel 


"  _  3r»-  "air  -encc  x-r  jBauiig*  -rim 

Jt^  nrr  TTrag,  ^pr  jau'-^  load ! 

.aad  «■  "nn  -rrti  aL — 
r'jcr         I  d»  Gad  it  Iotc. 

Hie*  jx  -riziiSE  icrre  iiI  lac.iirm  jire. 
Tmgrrr  3ie  in  jii^i.jt  33  Uic^ve ! " 

Time  T'jii!e  pr^vTuIiitL  tae  chams  were  riveiiy 

And  irmL  die  prsm  door 
The  capciTesw  in  die  s^aoL  of  hearen 

Went  fcrdi  in  peace  once  more. 
And  stainless,  o'er  her  leader^s  grare 
Did  Vendee'*  Lily  banner  wave. 

Years  fly  with  swift,  relentless  speed; 

The  blighting  hand  of  Time 
Effaces  many  a  wondrons  deed 

That  once  was  deemed  sablime, — 
And  some,  who  filled  the  highest  place,  . 
Are  swept  away  and  leave  no  trace. 


But  there  are  namcs^  whose  holy  sound 
In  every  heart  is  slu*ined9 — 

Words  which  to  earth's  remotest  bound 
An  answering  echo  find, — 

And  still  the  peasant  tells  with  pride 

How  Bonchamps  pardoned  ere  he  died. 


Fbom  the  tents  that  rose  like  the  white  sea  waves 

O'er  Egypt's  storied  plain. 
The  warriors  came  forth  at  evening  hour, 

To  the  chant  of  a  funeral  strain. 

They  came  in  their  garb  of  martial  pride. 

With  slow  and  stately  tread. 
But  a  shade  of  sorrow  and  silent  awe 

O'er  each  haughty  brow  was  spread. 

Mid  the  ruined  shrines  of  a  creed  unknown, 

A  lowly  grave  they  made 
For  the  son  of  an  old,  chivalric  house. 

For  a  Knight  of  the  high  Crusade. 
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The  sun  had  set,  and  the  balmy  air 

Stole  across  the  aliifting  sand, 
Aa  they  sang  their  dirge  for  the  warrior*8  soul, 

In  the  tones  of  their  native  land: — 

"Woe  to  thee,  Brother!  the  youug  and  brave. 

The  chief  of  a  mighty  line, — 
Never  again  shall  thy  falcliion  gle^ni 

In  aid  of  the  Holy  Shrine  t 

**Thou  shouldst  have  &llen  when  banners  waved, 
Wliile  tliine  arm  with  the  foe  Imd  striven, 

And  the  wild  war-cry,  and  the  clarion's  blaat 
Should  have  winged  thy  soul  to  heaven! 

**  In  the  stillness  of  night  the  foeman  came. 
And  faint  grew  tliy  fluttering  breath; 

Thine  eyeUda  closed,  and  thy  voice  was  hushed, 
For  the  conqueror's  name  was  Death! 

"There  are  fond  hearts  yearning  for  thy  return 

To  thy  futher^s  lordly  tower, — 
There  are  young  lips  breatliing  sweet  prayers  for  thee 

In  the  twiligbt^s  mystic  hour. 
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Sfh^  linnat  of  Vxt  d^ntsadett* 


"Ah!  little  they  dream  that  thy  feir  young  brow 
By  the  sands  of  the  waste  is  hid, — 

That  thou  slumberest  now  in  the  dusky  shade 
Of  the  giant  Pyramid. 

''No  trophy  of  sculptured  stone  shall  rise 

The  place  of  thy  rest  above; 
No  maiden  shall  strew  the  sod  with  flowers. 

Or  shed  tears  of  faithfiil  love. 

''The  lion  shall  fly,  in  the  burning  noon. 

From  the  Afric  huntsman's  spear; 
And  the  swarthy  tribes  of  the  desert  ride 

0*er  thy  grave  —  but  thou  wilt  not  hear. 

"Woe  for  us.  Brother!  the  grief  is  ours, 

The  strife  and  the  wild  turmoil — 
Lonely  and  sad  our  pathway  lies 

Through  this  weary  world  of  toil. 

"We  battle  with  trials  on  every  side. 
We  mourn  for  our  finends  laid  low — 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  land  where  no  tempests  rage^ 
Where  no  tears  of  sadness  flow  f 


Sfh({  burial  0|[  the  (^rnsUtv. 
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"The  light  that  first  gladdened  our  parents'  eyes 

In  Paradise,  bursts  on  thine, — 
From  sorrow  and  pain,  through  the  porch  of  death. 

Thou  hast  passed  to  the  H0I7  Shrine!" 


Oh  I  say  not  that  Life  is  a  dreary  waste. 

Where  man  to  toil  and  suffer  is  placed, — 

An  Eolian  harp,  whose  wailing  tone 

Is  ever  breathing  of  sorrow  alone! 

True!  there  are  griefs  which  weigh  down  the  heart. 

And  bid  the  warm  tears  from  the  eyelids  start, — 

But,  if  we  waste  our  souls'  high  powers 

In  gloomy  vigils,  tlie  fault  is  ours! 

There's  enough  of  joy  on  our  pathway  cast 

To  cheer  the  present,  to  gladden  the  past, — 

Enough  of  glory  and  hope  is  given 

To  guide  Uie  spirit  from  cartli  to  Heaven; 

But  we  wilfully  turn  from  that  blessed  light 

To  the  gloom  and  Uic  hush  of  a  cheerless  night; 

We  love  to  wander  alone,  forlorn, — 

And  wo  pass  by  the  flower  to  pluck  the  thorn! 
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WTio  hath  not  felt>  when  he  turned  bia  gaze 
Towards  the  sweet  remembrance  of  early  daje — 
When,  pensively  mtiaing,  he  ponders  o*er 
Pleasures  and  scenes  which  return  no  more — 
That  the  joys  of  the  shadowy  past  appear 
Lite  flowers  J  culled  from  a  brighter  sphere, 
Wafting  sweet  perftime  that  cannot  die 
Through  the  long  green  vistas  of  Memory? 

And  the  sorrows  that  bowed  bis  soul  to  eartli. 

That  drew  a  dark  pall  o'er  each  thought  of  mirth — 

And  the  tears  that  fell  from  the  heavy  eye 

When  hifl  heart  was  weak,  and  the  storm  was  high — 

Arise,  like  the  sumincr  clouds,  which  flit 

0*er  the  landscape,  and  cool  and  Boften  it, — 

Or  like  stars  whose  radiant  beams  are  sent 

From  the  dome  of  Night's  glorious  firmament! 


EsjfWMXit  TUX  TmsD,  daring  hU  wm  m  Scotktu),  befieged  BenHdc,  thm 
eomnmndcd  bj  Sir  AleAnder  Setpn.  The  gsiriiQBg  beii^  retincspd  to 
great  MttmU  hj  the  wvil  of  pioTijiaiii,  ■gi«ed  to  entttiitete.  If,  hj  m 
tsetUM  daj,  they  rtccired  no  usiftsiioe  &om  the  Sci^ciifb  aruj. 
Among  the  boatagies  deLLrered  to  Edward  on  thii  oc^iion  wu  SelOiSf^ 
^detl  too,  the  jousg^  having  been  uken  prltoner  &  leir  d&y«  befbie. 
£dwaid«  in  defiaDCe  0f  the  treat j  be  had  just  coDduded,  demanded  the 
immediate  mncnder  of  the  tovn^  thrcflteEdng^  cn  Se!«eii*i  reftual,  Uy 
hmg  hit  two  mm*  befisfe  hU  ejrea.  While  the  father  viw  jet  hetttatiJig 
what  answer  to  retura  to  this  inhuman  proposal,  Lodj  Seton  appeared 
on  the  rajn  parts,  and  exhorted  him  to  remember  the  dut  j  he  owed  to  hia 
King  and  coimtrj.  Her  roice  prerftiled,  and  Seton  sared  his  honour, 
though  Edward  carried  bis  threat  into  execution,  and  ordered  hia  mmB 
to  be  murdered  in  siglit  of  the  town.  Howitt,  m  his  "Visits  to  Re- 
markable Fbusffs/*  relates  thii  incident,  and  obserrea  that  "  the  gloriotti 
devotion  of  Ibat  exalted  wi£^  md  mother  stands  forth  nnsoiptfisd  b^ 
that  of  an/  other  of  her  tex  in  the  histoiy  of  the  world.** 


The  haughty  Lord  of  Seton 

Stood  on  Bemick*s  ramparts  high; 
Tliere  wag  gloom  upon  liis  forehead^ 

There  was  sadness  in  his  eye; 
For  the  ancient  Border  city 

Was  encircled  by  her  foes. 
And  his  youthfiil  sons  were  captives 

Where  the  tents  of  England  rose. 


Tlien  out  spake  England's  despot  King: 

'*T!ie  foe  hath  left  the  field. 
Why  waste  thy  days  in  bootless  strife? 

I  summon  thee  to  yield  I 
Unbar  the  gates  to  me.  Sir  KnigKt! 

Or,  ere  the  moon  shall  rise. 
Thy  soils,  the  hope  of  Seton's  line, 

Sliall  die  before  thine  eyes ! " 

The  father  looked  up  to  the  sky, — 

Between  him  and  the  heaven 
Waved  the  ancient  Scottish  banner 

That  unto  his  trust  was  given, — 
Then  on  his  noble  boys  below 

He  bent  a  mournful  look, 
And  a  storm  of  wild  and  bitter  thoughts 

That  iron  spirit  shook. 

lie  turned  him  to  tlie  warriors 

Who  round  him  took  their  standj — 
They  were  Earls  and  haughty  Eai'onsj 

All  the  noblest  of  the  land, — 
They  were  lords  of  many  a  hattle-field,^ — 

But  their  fearless  eyes  were  dim, 
For  the  father^s  heart  waa  sorely  tried. 

And  they  dared  not  counsel  him. 
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Along  the  ciBwded  battlements 

A  suddexi  whisper  came, 
As  from  the  ttsrret  postern  passed 

Brave  Seftoo*s  noble  diime. 
With  a  quick,  uncertam  step  she  moved 

Through  all  that  dark  mraj, 
And  the  ranghest  warder  turned  aside 

To  brush  a  tear  awiaj. 

She  stood  beside  the  warrior. 

And  her  hand  on  his  she  laid: 
**  From  the  challenge  of  a  deadly  foe 

Why  shrinks  my  lord  ?  she  said ; 
'*  Must  a  woman's  yoioq  make  answer. 

And  call  Lord  Seton  back 
From  a  world  of  useless  monming 

To  stem  duty's  iron  track? 

'*Thy  sword  is  Scotland's  rampart. 

Thine  honour^  Scotland's  stay. 
And  the  eyes  of  all  our  coantrymeii 

Are  fixed  on  thee  tiiis  day : 
III  this  proud  and  gallant  enterprise 

Be  a  father's  hopes  forgot  1 
It  is  their  Mother  pleads  with  thee; 

Thinkst  thou  I  love  them  not? 


*'*Twas  I  that  nursed  them  at  my  breast. 

And,  in  the  midnight  deep, 
Witli  a  fuU  and  loving  heart  I  hung 

Above  their  cradled  sleep, 
I  fondly  thought  mj  cheek  should  glow. 

My  eyes  through  tears  shotild  shine. 
When  my  sous  upheld  the  prowess 

Of  their  great  ancestral  line. 

"I  thought  that  I,  percLance,  might  rear 

Their  offspring  on  my  knee, 
And  soothe  them  with  the  auld-warld  tales 

My  grandsire  told  to  me;—- 
Thoir  names  were  ever  in  my  prayer — 

But  now  —  the  dream  is  o'er, — 
Oh!  woe  ia  me,  my  children  I 

Shall  I  never  see  yon  more? 

**Ye  should  have  cheered  our  latter  years 

With  love,  and  hope,  and  pride,^ — 
Ye  should  have  trod  the  patlis  of  Fame 

By  your  gallant  father's  side. 
Death  is  welcome  to  tlio  weary  hreast, 

When  our  hoary  hairs  are  few, — 
But  yc,  my  young,  my  beautiiiill 

What  had  Death  to  do  with  you? 
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**AwAyt  weak  thoughts!  this  is  no  time 

To  fiiltor  ill  the  striR*— 
l)ht  hy  tho  noblo  momories 

l>f  thiiio  unblemished  life, — 
For  Uie  sake  of  thy  great  ancestors 

Who  live  in  poets*  song, — 
Fi^  the  sake  of  thy  jkhmt  countrymen, — 

I  charge  thee  now.  be  strong! 


lWk%  back  uutv>  the  English  camp« 

Uase  minion  of  our  Ix^e! 
Tell  hittu  he  neVr  sh^ll  reap  \^sgrac%» 

From  Sftott  *  hour  of  woe* 
To  a  traitvvrV  RhxI  and  fear&l  Jettih 

Ue  vk\w;»  our  ;ioi»  in  vaui: 
Ti»  not  ea  tttu^cr  ttose 

Ttuftft  t^ls  t&at  bsfavY  :$tataL 


^  r^QCiC  wsttitfv  ^cr  ^tAl6.  s&euifi 

!kicjj^  itti  r^iaii:^       3wwc  xwr. 
W  w^osi  iwicj  i^r^!(l«! — 


She  led  the  itridceri  chieftaui 

From  the  ramparts  wije  and  high, 
That  he  might  not  hear  the  dread  commatid. 

Nor  Bee  his  children  die; 
And,  when  a  groan  of  (emr  and  pain 

Rose  on  the  startled  air. 
With  words  of  love  and  loftiest  tlionght 

Slie  ioothed  his  wild  despain 

But  Seton*s  step  was  slower^ 

And  luB  hair  was  fitrcakod  witli  white. 
And  feeble  grew  the  fearless  ami 

That  erst  had  stemmed  the  fight; 
And  never  more,  in  broidered  robes. 

With  prond  and  stately  mien. 
Amidst  the  gay  and  glittering  court. 

Was  that  bright  lady  seen. 

Oh  J  not  till  in  the  holy  place 

Wliere  Seton*s  cbieflaind  lie. 
With  their  sculptured  marble  efligies. 

And  Uieir  martial  panoply, — 
Led  by  tlic  friendly  liand  of  Deatli 

That  brings  all  woes  relief^ — 
Coidd  anght  hk^II  the  mother's  smile. 

Or  soothe  Lord  Seton's  griet 


I. 

MiaHTT  and  various  are  the  cords  that  bind 
Us  to  our  fellow  race  in  every  zone. 
For  man  was  never  made  to  live  alone 
In  stem  seclusion,  far  from  all  his  kind. 
The  viewless  links  of  Thought  are  intertwined 
Round  all  who  speak  and  move — all  hearts  within 
Whose  depths  one  feeling  lurks,  are  near  akin. 
By  might  of  sympathy  and  kindness  joined — 
And  we  have  friends,  dear  friends,  though  never  yet 
Our  words  have  mingled,  or  our  eyes  have  met 

In  social  commune  —  holier  ties  are  there 
Uniting  those  who  share  one  loved  abode. 

Speak  the  same  language,  breathe  the  self-same 
prayer, 

And  walk  together  to  the  House  of  Grod. 


bonnets. 
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II. 

As  one  who,  from  the  mountain's  rugged  height^ 

Looks  o*er  the  plains  he  traversed  late^  nor  heeds^ 
In  the  fair  landsci4ie  opening  on  his  sight. 

The  windings  of  die  path  tliat  upward  leads — 
So  I,  with  calm  and  stead&st  gaze,  survej. 

In  peaceful  haven  moored,  tlie  stormy  past, 
Recall  each  kindly  voice  tliat  cheered  my  way. 

Each  threat'ning  cloud  tliat  o'er  my  path  was  cast; 
Sad  retrospect!    Sorrow  and  burning  tears 
Darkened  the  prospect  of  my  early  years, 

And  with  untimely  griefs  is  Memory  stored — 
My  heart  is  sad  —  yet  oh!  I  murmur  not. 
If  all  the  trials  of  my  chequered  lot 

Have  brought  me  nearer  to  Thy  fold,  O  Lord! 


30M  Awgusi,  1854. 
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III. 

The  several  creeds  of  earth  in  this  agree — 

One  Saviour  died  for  us^  and  rose  to  Heaven; 
This  bond  of  faith  and  unity  once  given. 

What  matter  if  some  minor  diflference  be? 

One  loves  the  incense  cloudy  the  pompous  sound 
Of  the  rich  Latin  'neath  a  painted  dome, — 

Another  worships  in  a  hush  profound. 

Or  the  sweet  accents  of  his  early  home. 

So  have  I  seen  rills  from  one  fountain  poured. 
Diverging  through  dark  grove  or  sunny  plain. 
Mingle  their  waters  in  one  parent  main— 

So,  where  God's  Word  is  preached.  His  name  adored. 
Soon  as  Uie  seventh  mom  returns  again. 
All  Clu'istian  voices  blend  in  one  rich  choral  strain. 
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IV. 

A  GLORIOUS  task  is  theirs^  the  sons  of  Song! 

Mingling  Uicir  numbers  in  a  stream  sublime 
Of  loftiest  melody,  that  flows  along 

From  the  dark  ages  of  remotest  Time. 

They  are  the  roving  birds,  from  clime  to  clime 
Hasting,  with  restless,  yet  harmonious  speed, — 
The  wind,  that  bears  the  long-imprisoned  seed 

To  light  and  sunshine  from  its  bed  of  slime, — 
The  stately  ships,  with  sails  of  snowy  sheen. 

Freighted  with  wealth  for  many  a  distant  land; — 
And,  like  the  Angels  by  the  Patriarch  seen. 

Ascending  and  descending  hand  in  hand. 
Their  giftctl  hearts,  their  tuneful  lips  are  given 
To  frame  the  golden  links  that  bind  our  earth  to  Heaven. 
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V. 

Cpkom  uuland.) 

Vainly  amid  Thy  works  Thy  Hand  we  trace, — 

Our  loftiest  thoughts  may  not  aspire  to  Thee; 

Yet,  jfrom  Thy  veil  of  awftd  majesty. 
Once  didst  Thou  come,  to  bless  Thy  chosen  race. 

Happy  were  they  who  saw  Thy  living  face. 
Heard  from  Thy  lips  the  words  of  healing  poured, — 
Thrice  happy  he,  who,  at  Thy  sacred  board. 

Upon  Thy  bosom  found  a  resting-place! 
What  marvel  then  if,  o'er  the  desert  sand. 

Rode  serried  armies,  cased  in  glittering  steel; 
And  pilgrims  wandered  from  their  native  land. 
Beside  Thy  tomb  to  bend,  O  Son  of  God  I 

In  lowliest  adoration;  and  to  kneel. 
Kissing  the  favoured  earth  Thy  sacred  feet  have  trod! 
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VL 

To  do  our  dvty!    It  is  hard  indeed. 

When  with  temptations  is  our  pathway  rife, 
And  sin  keeps  guard  within  us.    In  the  strife 

Too  often  doth  the  spirit  inlj  bleed. 

Where  is  the  man,  how  good  soever  he  be. 

Who  yields  iull  homage  to  tiie  Law  Divine, 

Nor  feels  at  times  his  rebel  heart  repine 
With  murmurs,  bom  of  fipail  humanity? 

Yet  onward  I  onward!  though  the  path  be  steep, 
The  burden  heavy,  —  for  the  eye  of  Faith 
Beholds  the  love  which  takes  the  sting  from  death; 

And  He  who  slumbers  not,  will  ever  keep 

Watch  o'er  the  faithful  few  who  strive  to  wear 
His  arms,  the  banner  of  His  Cross  to  bear! 


29M  April,  1855. 
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VII. 

When  thou  bcholdest  flowers  nursed  with  care 
In  the  dark  windows  of  a  squalid  room. 
Pale,  colourless,  and  blighted  in  the  gloom 

Of  streets  that  never  feel  the  blessed  air; 

Or  when  thou  hearest  through  the  iron  bars 

The  captive  songster  pour  his  thrilling  lay, 

Telling  of  sunny  glades  and  meadows  gay. 

Of  noon's  bright  sunshine  and  night's  holy  stan ; 

Though  Poverty  be  there,  and  all  the  train 

Of  crushing  want,  and  sin,  and  restless  sorrow. 

Of  hearts  that  loathe  the  day,  and  dread  the  morrow 

That  brings  but  fresh  increase  of  toil  and  pain, — 
Ay  I  though  the  walls  be  desolate  and  bare. 
One  pure,  redeeming  thought  be  sure  is  harboured 
there ! 
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viir. 

TO  THE  BEV.  DERWENT  COLERIDGE. 

Around  thy  name  the  light  of  genius  shone^ 

And  bright-eyed  Fame  upon  thy  youth  did  wait, 
But  thou  the  treasures  of  thy  heart  upon 

The  altar  of  thy  God  didst  consecrate, — 
Didst  meekly  choose  the  better  part,  and  take 

The  burden  of  the  Cross,  and  so  go  forth 
To  battle  and  to  labour,  for  the  sake 

Of  Him  who  suffered  on  our  guilty  earth. 
Thine  eloquent  words  my  roving  thoughts  restrain, 

Guiding  them  gently  towards  the  narrow  way; — 
Tis  like  the  music  of  a  cadenced  strain. 

That  makes  us  sorrow  when  it  dies  away; 
Yet  calmer  seems  my  heart,  when  thou  hast  shed 
The  sacred  benediction  o*er  my  head. 
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IX. 

I  LOVE  to  journey  through  the  silent  street. 

And  the  green  lanes,  on  early  Sabbath  mom — 
To  see  the  poor,  by  ceaseless  labour  worn. 
Come  forth,  the  blessed  light  of  day  to  greet — 
For  holy  must  the  sunshine  be,  and  strange^ 
To  those  whose  eyes  by  daily  cares  are  bound. 
Plodding,  with  burdened  hearts,  the  dreaiy  round 
Of  toil  that  knows  no  respite  and  no  change. 
It  is,  methinks,  a  preparation  meet 
For  those  who,  kneeling  at  the  holy  shrine. 
With  reverence  hear  proclaimed  the  words  divine 

That  promise  balm  and  rest  to  weary  feet — 
Oh!  the  glad  stillness  of  the  Sabbath  mom 
Is  beautiful,  beyond  all  dreams  of  fancy  bom  I 
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X. 

I  All  not  one  of  those  who  deem  that  death 

Was  in  the  world  ere  our  first  parents  fell, — 
That  the  grim  spectre  in  the  fragrant  dell 

Nipped  the  young  blossoms  with  his  icy  breath. 
Had  Eve  been  happy  in  her  sinless  home. 

If  the  sweet  bird  that  through  the  dreamy  hours 

Poured  his  gay  carol  o'er  the  opening  flowers, — 
The  graceful  fawn  that  by  her  loved  to  roam, — 

The  lustrous  insects  that,  with  wings  outspread. 

Darted  from  bough  to  bough,  from  leaf  to  leaf, — 
Mute,  motionless,  to  song  and  sunshine  deaf. 

On  the  green  carpet  of  her  bower  lay  dead? 
Ah  no!  unknown  to  Eden's  fair  domain 
Was  the  hot  tear  of  grief,  the  wail  of  anguished  pain. 
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XI. 

An  oasis  in  tlie  parched  desert's  heart, 
A  silvery  fountain  in  an  arid  plain, — 
Mid  crowded  streets  such  is  the  lowly  fane 

By  worship  sanctified  and  set  apart 

Dimly  the  light  steals  through  the  coloured  pane 

On  the  calm  features  of  the  white-robed  priest. 

On  thoughtftil  brows  from  weekly  cares  released. 
And  fair  young  faces  wearing  yet  no  stain — 

Without,  the  leaves  are  bursting  on  the  lime. 
The  gaudy  butterfly  and  murmuring  bee, — 
All  sights  of  beauty,  sounds  of  vernal  glee. 

With  love  and  gladness  hail  the  sweet  spring  time, — 
Within,  the  solemn  gloom,  the  hush  of  prayer, 
Shed  holiness  and  awe  upon  tlie  very  air. 

May,  1855. 
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XII. 

TO  MY  MOTIIEK. 

ThI8  is  thy  natal  day,  —  and  many  a  prayer 

And  fen'ent  wisli  we  breatlie  to  Heaven  for  thee, — 
We  who,  alike,  tliine  hours  of  social  glee, 

And  chastened  thought,  were  ever  wont  to  share. 

Sorrow  hath  darkened  many  a  bygone  year. 
And  gladly  would  thy  children's  liand  essay 

To  wipe  from  tliy  dear  cheek  the  frequent  tear, 
And  drive  all  melancholy  thoughts  away. 

Blessings  be  on  thee  in  the  years  to  come! 

May  sweet  Affection  light  thy  peaceful  home. 

And  Friendship's  tendrils  closely  round  thee  twine; 

And  may  thy  griefs  but  prove  like  fostering  dew. 

That  bids  the  flower  revive  and  bloom  anew 
In  tlie  full  spring  of  happiness  divine  I 

S/A  March,  18J5. 
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XIII. 

TO  MARY. 

Yes!  we  are  friends!  and  not  in  words  alone 
Of  empty  sound  —  united  by  the  ties 
Of  changeless  love,  the  gentle  memories 

Of  pleasant  days,  bright  hours  for  erer  flown! 

There  is  no  music  sweeter  than  the  tcxie. 

The  thrilling  tone  of  some  belored  TCHoe, — 

The  hand's  warm  pressure  makes  the  heart  rejoice 

At  thought  of  all  the  love  we  call  our  own. 

Time  speeds  remorsdess  on  his  swift  career — 
I  am  content  to  see  the  years  depart. 

If  they  but  leave  me  all  I  hold  most  dear. 
All  that  a  sweetness  can  to  life  impart, — 

The  glance  of  loving  eyess  the  words  sincere 
Of  early  friends,  —  the  kindred  of  the  heart ! 
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XIV. 

What  is  tlie  virtue  God  most  loves  to  see? 

Not  Faith  that  soars  on  strong,  untiring  wings, 
Hope  that  irradiates  all  earthly  things^ 

Or  Science  grappling  with  all  mystery! — 
Tis  Charity^  the  pure  and  patient  love 

That  dreads  no  evil^  has  no  thought  of  guile. 

And  calms  the  storm  of  passion  with  a  smile 
Reflecting  light  and  beauty  from  above. 

She  giveth  sympathy  to  them  that  mourn. 
Alms  to  tlie  needy,  to  the  weary  rest, — 
And  hateth  nought,  save  guilt,  that  in  each  breast 

Uproots  the  seed,  to  plant  tlie  venomed  thorn; 
This  she  laments,  with  penitential  tears 
Washing  the  sin-stained  record  of  our  years. 
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XV. 

TO  MY  MOTHER. 

Again  sweet  prayers  ascend  to  Heaven  for  thee, 
Motlier  and  Friend  belovikl;  whose  dear  name 
A  fount  of  tenderest  gratitude  will  claim 

While  Thought  retains  her  viewless  empiiy. 
What  owe  I  not  to  thine  untiring  care! 

Life  and  the  joys  that  make  life  dear  to  me ; 

The  blessed  ties  of  social  amity. 

And  the  sweet  accents  of  our  household  prayer. 

I  look  back  on  the  past,  with  frequent  sighs^ 
For  oft  my  wayward  heart  hath  gone  astray; 
Yet,  tliough  it  never  can  tliy  love  repay, 

A  soothing  thought  within  my  soul  doth  rise 

To  bless  the  fate,  that,  through  this  world  so  wide, 
O  best  and  earliest  friend !  still  leaves  mo  at  thy  side  I 

m  March,  lH5f;. 
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XVI. 


TO  ISABEL. 


I  STOOD  one  night  with  thee,  my  gentle  friend! 
Watching  the  distant  lamps  tliat  flickering  shone 
In  the  gay  city's  heart;  the  autumn  moon 

Rose  high  in  heaven  the  whilst  we  two  did  blend 
Our  souls  in  love  that  never  shall  grow  less. 

Long  years  are  passed,  and  we  are  severed  now, 

And  the  calm  beauty  of  thy  placid  brow 
Too  seldom  doth  my  yearning  vision  bless; 

Yet  doth  the  thought  of  that  one  night  endure 
In  my  heart's  inmost  depths,  —  for  I  was  ever 
Like  those  dim  earthly  lamps  that  flash  and  quiver 

Witli  light  awhile,  then  sink  in  gloom  profound; 
Thou  art  the  moonbeam,  calm,  serene,  and  pure. 
With  thine  own  lustre  brightening  all  around  I 
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XVII. 

I  flOULi)  do  murli  for  God,  were  my  lot  cast 
In  a  nioro  dark,  more  perilous  time  than  this ; 
To  Kiv(i  up  all  for  Him  were  surely  bliss. 

And  <tiuuii  iliu  hoHts  of  evil  gatliering  &stl 

Why  arc  ilio  days  of  sainted  martyrs  past? 
May  wo  not  grapplo  with  the  life  that  is, — 
Hhapo  out  a  nobler  course,  nor  choose  amiss 

In  our  dooi)  thirflt  for  things  remote  and  yast?" 
liothink  tlioo,  droiunerl    Pilgrimage  a&r, 

IIoart-waHting  penance,  Ood  not  oft  demands; 
Duties  lie  near  us,  whercsoe'er  we  go; — 
WhiTo  Hwept  of  old  the  thimder  blast  of  war. 

On  the  lono  rock  the  embattled  fortress  stands. 
The  harvest  ripens  in  green  vales  below. 


bonnets. 
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XVIII. 

(from  dantb.) 

When  night  overshadows  earth  with  dusky  wing, 
And  daylight  from  the  waning  skies  doth  fade. 
On  sea  and  land,  in  tree  and  bosky  glade. 

And  'neath  the  roof-tree,  rests  each  living  thing. 

Sleep  to  the  winds  all  vexing  thought  doth  fling. 
The  weary  limbs  on  welcome  couch  are  laid,  • 
Till  the  fair  tresses  of  the  Eastern  maid 

Herald  anew  man's  daily  travailing; 

But  I,  the  sad  one,  from  the  crowd  apart. 

Haunted  by  sighs  that  cease  not  night  or  day. 
With  eyes  unclosed,  and  heart  awake  to  pain — 
Like  some  poor  bird  snared  by  the  fowler's  art, 

I  strive  for  freedom,  but  each  vain  essay 

Closer  around  me  winds  Griefs  subtle  chain. 


*  jiw?-  j-e*;  nnsz,  TIP*  ^3r  A'ni'!i.  "iiouch  in  v?mti- 
'Jiuuii  /  .lie  L  -^n^  r   j'w'  -i^pec  ^rna*  'me 


T.     ^-ac=.  MET  ^DBBC  3Bi«Cr  JBOE  «C  luil^ : 

r^L.  ~se^  :Tgc>  :ca»  litauMU  wtio  -iid  firame 
3^TM«rra  "br  imicz^zs  lac  lo  die  jawczs  faelaDSy 

trrr-  ^rr^z.  TT&  ">jieMEaieaeaB»»  iid  daxm 
y  r  5^ifisr^-^  'aces  ok  Tanrisni  n  Sung; 
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XX. 

Lots,  Hope,  and  Beauty — are  they  not  all  flowers 

Implanted  in  the  garden  of  onr  heart? 

Some  few  we  tend  with  care,  and  set  apart 
To  crown  our  foreheads  in  great  festal  hours; 

And  some  we  crush  beneath  the  pitiless  showers 
Of  footsteps  rushing  to  an  unknown  mart; 
And  some  we  gather,  then,  with  fickle  start. 

Fling  back  to  die  in  their  despoilM  bowers; 
And  some  we  use  to  mark  a  chosen  verse 

In  the  clasped  Bible  of  our  inner  life, 
When  their  oft-studied  part  our  souls  rehearse 

Of  fear  and  grief  and  sorrow  ever  rife; 
And  some  we  lay,  tear-blinded,  on  the  hearse. 

Crowning  the  victor  who  hath  done  with  strife. 
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XXJ. 

Ah!  who  shall  say  that  dreams  are  but  the  light 

And  fleetuig  shadows  of  a  torpid  brain? 

The  soul  is  sleepless^  during  slumber's  reign 
She  wanders  forth  on  her  erratic  flight; 

At  times  she  brings  strange  recollections  thence. 
Fantastic  shapes  that  fright  us  and  perplex. 
Or  a  dim  consciousness  which  doth  but  vex 

With  its  uncertainty  our  waking  sense; 
Till  scenes  where  we  have  never  trod  before. 

The  shadows  of  some  distant  home  appear; 

And  voices,  like  an  echo,  strike  our  ear. 
Of  sometliing  we  have  heard  and  loved  of  yore* 
Tis  a  strange  mystery,  tliis  phantom  chain 
Wherewith  our  life  is  boimd,  —  but  Death  will  make 
it  plain. 


Restore  my  sight, ^  the  blind  man  cried;  and,  at  the 
Saviour's  word. 
The  light  dawned  on  his  darkened  orbs,  and  vision  was 
restored; 

He  saw  again  the  laughing  sky,  the  earth  on  which  he 
trod, — 

Weeping,  he  fell  at  Jesus'  feet,  and  owned  the  Son  of 
God! 


Lord  I  I  believe!  but  doubt  hath  oft  my  troubled  heart 
assailed. 

Till  every  joy  Iiath  sunk  in  night,  and  sorrow  hath 
prevailed ; 

And  heavy  clouds  liave  veiled  the  sky,  and  scarce  mine 
eye  can  see 

The  blessed  star  of  faith  and  hope  that  guides  us  unto 
Thee. 
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O  Thoo,  who  to  the  ngii^  «  didst  speak,  and  say. 

And  the  wind  sank  into  a  cahn  at  Thine  aknigfaty  will. 
Speak  peace  unto  my  troaUed  heart  —  peace  Hum  alone 
canst  give — 

And  at  Thy  word  the  storm  shall  cease,  and  gwlnttg  fiuth 
revive! 

Thou  that  didst  loose  the  blind  man^s  eyes,  and  give  him 
back  his  sight. 

Oh  I  hear  me  whati  I  call  on  Thee,  give  me  that  blessed 

light: 

Teach  me  to  choose  the  better  part,  to  tread  the  narrow 
road 

That  leadeth  ficom  this  weary  world  to  Thy  divine  abode ! 
Pakis,  Jaig,  l&4d. 


®o  a  Mild  (inaninm. 


(OATHBRBD  TH  TOB  LOWUL  WALK  AT  HOLLT  HILU  1851.) 


It  grow  upon  a  mossy  bank, 

In  the  old  woodland  shade, 
Where  oft,  in  Childhood's  happy  hours. 

My  careless  footsteps  strayed. 

But  Time  rolled  on,  and  many  a  change 
Witli  each  long  year  had  come, — 

I  stood,  a  stranger,  in  the  fields 
Around  my  early  home; 

I  gazed  on  each  familiar  scene, 

Twas  desolate  though  fair; 
The  tall  grass  waved  on  every  side. 

The  spoiler's  hand  was  there. 


456 


In  vain  I  souglit  my  favourite  path 
Througli  tlie  calm  forest  glade. 

For  levelled  were  tlie  gracefiil  trees 
Around  whose  stems  we  played. 

Twas  there  I  found  thee,  simple  flower  ! 

On  that  lone,  desert  place 
Smiling,  in  quiet  loveliness, 

Like  some  kind,  friendly  face, 

I  bore  thee  from  thy  silent  haunt. 

Enshrined  henceforth  to  be 
Mid  broken  twigs  and  withered  leaves, — 

All  precious  things  to  me! 

Memorials  of  a  roving  life. 

Each  relic  doth  recall 
Some  gentle  thought,  some  distant  scene, — 

But  thou  hast  more  than  all! 

Thou  speakest  of  the  fresh  green  lanes. 

The  blackbird's  mellow  song. 
And  all  the  sweet,  poetic  thoughts 

That  to  the  woods  belong. 


Oh!  for  the  sunny  hours  we  spent 

Under  the  hazel  tree, — 
The  wUd  flowers  and  the  pigeons  then 

Were  all  the  world  to  me  I 

Oh!  for  the  merry  games  we  played 

Beside  the  blazuig  heartlil 
Oh!  for  the  friends,  who  never  more 

Will  meet  in  social  mirth  I 

One  rests  within  a  lowly  grave 

O'er  India's  distant  sea. 
And  cold  is  now  tlie  loving  heart 

That  never  changed  to  me  I 

Others,  whose  youth  was  passed  with  mine, 

I  meet  but  seldom  now; 
Life's  cares  have  tamed  their  boyish  glee 

And  sobered  every  brow; 

And  other  homes,  and  other  ties, 

Their  warm  affection  claim; 
Yet  oh  I  dear  friends,  'tis  joy  to  think 

Your  hearts  are  still  the  same! 
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For  me  ye  have  a  wdcome  stilly 
For  me  your  eyes  still  shine; 

Old  playmates!  may  your  path  in  life 
Be  brighter  far  than  mine! 

For  cold  and  gloomy  is  my  day. 
And  dark  the  thick  clouds  low^r. 

And  my  dearest  hope  is  withered  now 
Like  thee,  poor  £Mled  flower! 

Yet  rest  within  the  book  of  jHrayer, 

Sweet  relic  of  my  home; 
And  when  across  my  wayward  heart 

These  dark  forebodings  come. 

Point  to  the  page  that  bids  me  check 
Each  murmur  vain  and  wDd, 

Trusting  in  Him  whose  tender  care 
Will  not  forsake  His  child! 

BAUCAGriTH.  2Sik  September, 


<bn  <H(((ititR0  the  Jtrat  (i^opn  of  the 
"Sf0(nds  ojl  th  §mhn\%" 


As  one  who,  from  hia  peacefiil  native  ahore 

Tempted  in  quest  of  wealth  or  hme  to  roam. 

Trembles  when  first  lie  hears  the  angry  roar 

Of  the  vexed  waves  tlmt  part  him  from  lua  home, 

And  often  turns  to  scan  with  tearful  eye 

The  well-remetnhered  §cenes  of  Imppiest  Infency — 

So  I,  embarkuig  on  a  rougher  uiain^ 

Tofised  hy  eonflicttng  hopes  and  sinking  fearsj 

Half  glad,  half  sorrowful,  recall  again 
The  dewy  freshness  of  my  early  years. 

And  fain  would  linger  on  the  pleasant  shore, 

^Vliose  safe  and  fmgrant  paths  my  feet  may  tread  no  mom. 

True  I  friendly  wishes  swell  my  fluttering  sails. 

Kind  looks  are  lieaming  on  my  venturous  bark, — 

But  may  not  sudden  storms  and  blustering  gales 
Drive  the  frail  vessel  oVr  tlie  waters  dark? 

And  storms  may  rise,  and  critics  harsh  gainsay 

The  meed  of  kindly  praise  to  my  adventorons  lay! 
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Well  may  I  txemtle,  when  I  call  to  mind 

The  coimtless  sorrows  of  the  bards  of  old, — 

Unkno^m,  unhonouredj  midst  the  crowd  they  pined. 
And  baitered  priceless  thoughts  for  sordid  gold — 

Too  oft  is  genius  hut  a  fatal  dart 

That  blights  domestic  joys,  and  breaks  the  poet's  heurt  ! 

Yeti  if  our  brigbtefit  dreams  the  dull  wi^taks^ 

If  with  a  pitying  smite  the  vain  pass  by, 
la  it  not  well  to  suffer  for  the  sake. 

Toil  for  tlie  interests  of  Humanity, 
And  feel  each  gem,  from  Thoiiglit*s  rich  caskut  torn. 
Brings  joy,  and  hope*  and  light  to  thousaiids  yet  unborn  ? 

And  when,  obedient  to  tlie  voice  that  Bpeak% 

A  fiery  impulse  in  my  treiubling  lieart, 
All  timid,  earthly  thoughts  my  soul  forsakes 

For  tlie  rapt  fer^^our  of  the  poeft's  art, — 
*Ti3  not  that  vainly,  weakly  I  would  claim 
The  praise  of  partial  friends,  the  wreath  of  passing  Fame. 

No  I  higher,  loftier  aims  my  spirit  move — 

To  guard  from  worldly  taint  the  soul's  pure  flame ; 

To  rise,  all  shrinking  fear,  all  doubt,  above,^ — 
The  great  Creator's  mercies  to  proclaim; 

And,  in  the  service  of  approving  Heaven, 

Fulfil  the  glorious  task  Ilia  bounteous  Hand  hath  given! 
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Then,  though  my  path  be  strewn  with  many  a  thorn, — 
Though  fruitless  toil  and  ba£9ed  hope  be  mine, — 

And  all  the  woes  of  our  frail  nature  bom, — 
To  Thee,  to  Thee  my  future  I  resign! 

Oh!  sanctify  Uie  choice  my  heart  hath  made. 

And  be  Uic  first-fruits.  Lord,  upon  Thine  altar  laid! 

Slst  Avgust,  1854. 


Here  let  us  pause,  and,  mid  the  fallen  shafts 

And  quaintly-moulded  corbels,  fretted  stone. 

And  crumbling  arch,  and  scutcheon  half-effiAced^ 

Call  back  a  vision  of  tlie  gorgeous  past. 

When  black-stoled  priests,  with  reverent  pace  and  slow. 

Trod  through  the  sacred  precincts, — when  the  air. 

Heavy  with  clouds  of  incense,  bore  on  high 

The  softly-modulated  chant,  —  and  light 

Streamed  through  the  richly-tinted  glass,  and  cauglit 

Tlie  upturned  face  of  the  rapt  worshipper. 

Tis  silence  now;  luxuriant  weeds  have  grown 

O'er  the  untrodden  pavement;  roofless  stands 

The  sliattered  fane,  by  miscreant  hands  laid  low. 

And  left  defenceless  to  tlie  stroke  of  Time 

And  the  wild,  raging  elements.    Yet  Time 

Hath  kept  it  holy,  and  around  it  cast 

Sucli  tenderness  and  beauty,  that  the  heart 

O'erflows  witli  silent  and  religious  awe. 
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Tread  lightly!  for  t>eiicatli  thy  feet  repose 

The  aSeJit  dead,  Uie  lords  of  oljen  time  I 

High  oaiiies  once  graced  the  ftuieral  stone,  where  now 

The  stranger  vainly  would  Bome  record  seek 

Of  mitred  priests,  at  whose  all-powerful  word 

Whole  armies  shmtik  abashed;  —  of  fearless  knights 

Whose  pennon  flaunted  on  the  martial  plain — 

They  Uvedi  and  they  were  fajnoua,^ — ^high  renown 

Smiled  on  their  deeds,  and  blazoned  forth  their  praise  ; 

They  bnilt  them  lofty  towers,  and  fondly  deemed 

Their  children,  to  long  distant  years,  should  tell 

The  story  of  tlieir  prowess  and  their  prida 

They  died,  and  are  forgotten  I    Silence  dweUsj 

And  Desolation,  in  the  castled  Imlls 

Which  know  their  name  no  more, — and  strangets  come, 

With  careless  footstep,  through  the  long  damp  grass. 

To  gaze  upon  their  tombs,  then  turn  away, 

And  reck  not  of  the  valour  and  the  grief, 

The  dove-eyed  meekneas,  or  the  wondroua  lore 

Hid  in  the  deep  sepulchral  vaults  below  1 

Oh  I  what  a  stem  rebuke  to  human  prida 
Speaks  from  each  shattered  column,  in  tta  wild 
And  desolate  grandeur!  how  the  raindrops  fall 
On  the  lone  cloisters  and  the  lengtliening  aisle. 
Once  filled  with  thousand  worshippers  I  and  see. 
Where  the  dark  ivy  in  her  wild  fresh  beauty, 
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Hangs  round  the  mouldering  wall,  and  closer  twines 

Her  amis,  as  tlie  rough  wind  sweeps  sudden  past, — 

Like  some  fair  frighted  child,  who  sobbing  clings 

To  the  scarred  bosom  of  a  tottering  sire. 

Yes,  tyiKj  of  Age  art  thou!  —  alone  he  stands 

Amid  the  graves  where  his  companions  lie, — 

No  friend  is  near,  no  kind,  familiar  hand 

To  shield  him  from  die  fierce  and  pitiless  blast; — 

The  joys  tliat  erst  his  flowery  path  adorned. 

The  aspirations  of  his  riper  years. 

Buried  and  mantled  by  oblivion  now. 

Show  forth  as  spectres  in  the  murky  gloom 

Which  settles  darkly  round  him. 

Lol  the  sun,. 
The  glorious  smi  bursts  fortlil  a  slender  ray 
First  gilds  tlie  leaden  clouds, — anon  they  part. 
And  tlie  blue,  smiling  sky  appears  beyond! 
Oh  I  be  it  thus  witli  me,  should  Heaven  appoint 
To  me  a  solitary  ago,  tliat  mourns 
O'er  its  long-buried  treasures,  —  may  a  gleam 
Of  Hope  and  Faith  above  the  spectral  past 
A  radiance  throw,  and,  brightening,  speak  of  Heaven ! 

Sea  Park,  1st  September^  1855. 


Randolph. 


The  sun  is  up,  upon  the  bough 

The  birds  sing  merrily. 
And  gaily  on  the  green  hill-side 

The  lambs  are  bounding  free. 
There's  gladness  on  the  earth  below, 

There's  gladness  in  the  sky, 
And  the  tall  trees  murmur  pleasant  tales 

As  the  breezes  pass  them  by; 
And,  slanting  through  the  peaceful  gloom 

Of  the  branches  twined  across. 
The  sunbeams  kiss  the  bright-eyed  flowers. 

In  their  beds  of  freshest  moss. 
Encircled  by  his  noblest  peers, — 

No  courtly,  silken  ring, — 
Beneath  an  aged,  spreading  oak 

Sits  Albyn's  warrior  King. 
His  palace  is  the  gay  green  wood. 

The  sloping  turf  his  throne. 


His  sceptre  is  his  good  broadsword. 

And  the  plumM  casque  his  crown. 
But  joyous  is  his  glance,  his  brow 

Is  fearless  and  serene, 
As  he  turns  him  to  that  arm6d  throng. 

So  wild  in  garb  and  mien. 
Gaze  on!  gaze  on!  those  mighty  hands. 

Those  fearless  hearts,  are  thine, — 
The  lords  of  many  a  feudal  tower 

And  many  an  ancient  linel 
The  Bruces  twain,  those  brethren  bold. 

The  dauntless  and  the  gay; 
Sir  James  of  Douglas  first  in  fight, 
Seton,  and  BothwelFs  gallant  Knight, 

And  Gilbert  de  la  Haye, — 
Barons  whose  falchions  glitter  bright 

In  every  desperate  fi»yl 

Who  kneels  at  good  King  Robert's  feet? 

By  his  high  look,  I  ween 
Not  often  in  such  humble  guise 

Hath  that  young  lord  been  seen  I 
Ah!  by  those  locks  of  sunny  hair, 

That  deep,  melodious  tone. 
By  the  frank  eye,  majestic  brow. 
And  lip  of  fire,  ye  well  might  know 

Young  Randolph  of  Strathdon! 


(tnv\  Randolph. 
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Ti>o  long  mid  England's  chivalry 

Hath  Randolph  made  his  stattd. 
And  pressod  foil  oft  in  friendly  clasp 

The  Saxon  stranger's  hand; 
In  inirtli  and  song  and  revelry. 

In  ganiGs  and  tourneys  bright* 
Have  English  maidens  watchcMl  the  plume 

Of  ScoUand'a  youthfol  Knight, 
But  yestermom  a  captive  led 

To  the  sylvan  haunts  where  dwell 
The  bravest  chiefs  uf  Scottish  blood. 
Who  ne'er  in  England's  armies  stoodj — 

At  Edward's  footatool  fell,— 
When  sank  the  dews  on  earth's  warm  breast. 

And  tlie  glowing  sun  had  set, 
Alone,  hi  tlmt  calm  solitude, 
Witli  haughty  glance,  in  serious  mood. 

The  warrior  kinsmen  met 
Buots  not  to  tell  how  Bruce  essayed 

His  royal  cause  to  plead. 
Chiding  die  hand  tJiat  &iled  to  draw 
The  sword  for  Liberty  and  Law, 

In  Scotland's  hour  of  need; — 
How,  toQching  many  a  tender  chord. 

Whose  gentle  echo  came 
Like  music  to  the  warrior*!  breast. 

He  breatlied  his  mother's  niune. 


Zzoiun.  'Lit  icar  ijnt,  ray  br  rav. 
iLiS-L.riLs  ^irrt  passr*!. 
jearrs  Tm  .luc  !iad  severed  been 

71.'ir?r:r-i.  inui  in*  iap?ring  pern 
T  7T?*'^  "^-iTT.?. -  nn  kneeiffii  now, 
v:-'-   lore  ind  ^iriiie  JDii  jaiirn^  sit 

ITiiIr         iom  Jig  ^iig  oe  miseed 

"^^^  iiii  HiTuncuiis  of  mv  ares 

TTie  :r7  :r  jairit;  nee: 
Yf^      31-  —zuzi  -srjre  lEgai  and  Tain, 

Ami         riie  'zeaiiscpjiig  willy 
\  t:  d  j  c  rij  Jdi  pcnxfoo*  court, 

31-  lieir:  -^ris  Sccciard's  sdD; — 
Fjluc  itar:.  Trricli:  iirger  ccold  not  move^ 

P17  liriZizg  rcces  biTe  won, — 
Lo!  1:  liiv        ccce  more  I  kneel, 

Recxrive  tiiT  siK^rs  son  I 
The  drv!;&zi  ot  heedless  yoath  is  past, 

Tbo  wild  illusion  o'er; 


The  veil  drops  from  my  darkened  eyes, — 

Oh!  had  it  fallen  before. 
Then  Randolph  had  not  stained  with  shame 

The  name  his  fathers  bore! 
My  King  I  no  kinsman's  rank  I  claim, 

I  ask  no  pardon  now. 
Till  I  my  youth's  dark  sin  efface. 
And  aid,  with  loyal  hand,  to  place 

The  circlet  on  thy  browl 
Mid  toil  and  danger  and  alarms 

Henceforth  my  path  shall  be. 
Till  glorious  deeds  my  search  reward, 
Deeds  such  as  wrought  on  Scottish  sward 

The  Knight  of  EUerslie  I 
To  thee  my  knightly  fSdth  I  pledge. 

Mine  errors  I  avow; 
May  blight  and  ruin,  sin  and  shame 
For  ever  darken  Randolph's  name, 

If  I  forsake  thee  now  I" 
And  Ireland  and  Bannockbum 

Bore  witness  to  that  vow! 


4/0 
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II. 

''The  Leopard  banner  waves  above 

Dun-Edin's  rocky  keep, 
Andy  rusting  in  its  scabbard  still. 

Doth  Scotland's  claymore  sleep? 
Douglas  hath  wrested  from  the  foe 

His  father's  citadel, — 
Of  that  dark  chief,  by  hearth  or  hall. 
Long  as  Tradition  liveth,  shall 

Our  country's  annals  tell — 
Will  none  redeem  the  Maiden  Tower 

From  undeserved  disgrace, 
The  weapon  bare,  and  nobly  dare 

To  win  tlic  honoured  place, 
Wliere  Kenneth  led  his  savage  hordes, 

Wliere  noble  Malcolm  dwelt. 
And  the  queenly  saint  before  the  Cross 

In  prayer  for  Scotland  knelt? 
Oil!  had  I  but  the  eagle's  wing, 

Or  foot  of  chamois  fleet, 
The  morrow's  blushing  dawn  should  sec 

The  foe  at  Randolph's  feet!" 
Then  up  and  spake  a  soldier  brave, 

A  lowly  squire  was  he, — 


(Sari  ^smdol^k 


"There  winds  a  path  amid  the  rocks 

Is  only  knowTi  to  me. 
Full  often^  in  the  dark  midnight^ 

From  yonder  walls  of  pride 
I  stole,  unmarked  by  all  tlie  train 
Of  guards  and  seneschal,  to  gain 
The  lowly  cot  an  yonder  plain, 

Where  dwelt  my  falr-Iiaired  bride* 
The  way  b  steep^  the  way  is  long, 

The  rocks  are  bleak  and  bare, 
Yet^  for  the  sake  of  victory, 

What  will  not  Randolpli  dare? 
Descend,  descend  dark  shades  of  Night  I 

Sleep,  seal  the  weary  eyes. 
And  deeply  veil  from  all  below^. 
From  doubting  friend  and  watchful  foe, 

The  periJoas  emprizel" 


With  thirty  chosen  warriors 

The  gallant  Kandolph  goes 
To  wrest  Dun-Edin  s  castled  height 

From  Uie  grasp  of  foreigii  fees. 
The  way  is  steep,  the  way  is  long. 

The  rocks  are  bleak  and  bare, 
But  gently  plays  o*er  each  dark  brow 

The  grateful  summer  air. 
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The  summit  of  the  dizzy  crag 

They  gain,  that  venturous  crew, — 
Above  them  sounds  the  warder^s  heel> 
The  quick  patrol,  the  clanging  steel. 

The  watchwords  faint  and  few, — 
Then  grasped  each  hand  the  mnrderoaa  brand. 

For  his  weapon  Randolph  drew; — 
Forward,  brave  hearts!  and  scale  the  walls! 

Be  he  who  shrinks  accurst! 
Nay!  I  myself  will  be  your  guide. 
In  the  path  of  danger  and  of  pride 

Must  Randolph  tread  the  first  I** 
"St  George  for  Merrie  England  I  loud 

The  startled  sentry  calls. 
But  the  cold  steel  gleams  before  his  eye. 
And  ere  his  challenge  meets  reply. 

Low  at  his  {K)st  he  falls. 
In  wild  confusion  from  their  rest 

The  hurrying  warders  spring — 
Long  was  the  strife  with  perils  fitiught 
But  triumph  blessed  the  arm  that  fought 

For  Scotland  and  her  King. 

The  shades  of  night  have  rolled  away, 

The  mom  breaks  o'er  the  sea. 
And,  floating  on  the  joyous  air. 
Displays  tlie  flag  of  Scotland  there 

Its  haughty  blazonry. 


**Hew  down  the  walk!  here  never  more 

The  foe  shall  shelter  find. 
Nor  rampart,  nor  portcullised  gate. 
Nor  buttress,  tower,  nor  pampet, 

Will  Hnndolpli  Icavo  behind! 
The  foe  is  stroogj  our  raaka  are  few. 

Our  fortress  is  the  glen ; 
But  when  our  hom«s  are  safe  once  more, 
The  strangers  driven  from  our  shore, — 

We'll  build  them  up  again; 
And  blither  carols  shall  they  hear, 
Than  ever  roused  the  echoes  near 

In  Malcolm's  glorious  reign!** 
The  joy-bells  ring  out  merrily* 

Tlie  hour  of  dread  is  o  er, 
And  Dun-Edin's  i>ortly  citizens 

Are  crowding  to  the  door; 
And  many  a  blessing,  many  a  prayer 

From  her  homefi  young  Randolph  boni. 
Longt  long  shall  Scotland  praise  the  hour 

WheJi  that  brave  deed  was  done^ 
And  the  father  oft  with  sparkling  eyes, 

SItall  tell  his  listening  son» 
How  Rand<j]ph  broke  the  Saxon  yoke. 

And  the  Maiden  Tower  was  won  I 


m. 

Across  the  Border  Marches 

The  baffled  foe  hath  fled; 
Before  him  smile  his  native  glades. 

Behind  him  lie  the  dead. 
Our  peacefiil  homes  are  desolate. 

And  on  the  rising  gale 
The  voice  of  maid  and  mother  swells 

One  universal  wail. 
Let  us  too  cross  the  Marches! 

Let  us  bare  the  vengeful  steel  1 
The  sorrow  he  hath  brought  to  us, 

Now  be  it  liis  to  feel!" 
On,  tlu'ough  the  Yorkshire  valleys. 

The  eager  warriors  ride, 
Douglas  and  Randolph  in  the  van 

Are  hasting  side  by  side. 
The  monk  retreats  within  his  cell, 

The  hennit  tells  liis  beads. 
When  he  hears  across  the  dusty  road 

The  tramp  of  those  wild  steeds; 
Tlie  [)casant  from  his  cottage  home 

In  trembling  liaste  doth  fly ; 


^1  f  andot^L 
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No  nior^  the  thatch  and  lattice  pAne 
Shall  greet  his  longing  eye; 

Ruins  and  trampled  harvests^ 

And  the  btimin|T  hamlet^s  flames, 

Attest  ilm  strength  of  Moray^s  Lord^ 
The  wrath  of  dark  Sir  Janies. 


Within  his  tent  King  Edward  sleeps^ 

His  warriors  guard  htm  well; — 
But  there  creej>s  a  band  in  tlie  still  imdoigbt 

Past  the  lonely  sentuie]; 
And  swords  are  clashing  in  the  tenta, 

And  blcx>d  begins  to  flow. 
And}  Douglas!  Douglas  I  loud  and  high 
Peals  tlirough  tlie  night  the  battle  cry 

Of  England^s  dreaded  foet 
The  camp  is  roused,  —  from  east  and  west 

The  steel-clad  legions  pour; 
Still  dealing  deatli  on  everj'  side. 
Back  the  mysterious  foemen  nde. 

And  the  eartJi  is  still  once  mora. 
"  To  vengeance  and  to  Tictory 

Shall  the  morrow  guide  our  menl** 
So  spake  the  King,  —  but  morning's  light 
Beheld  no  squadrons  on  the  height. 

No  stragglers  in  the  glen. 


47G 


But  fearful  tales  of  nightly  fray 

The  trcmUing  rustics  bring; 
Sweeps  that  dark  band  like  rushing  wind 
That  leaves  but  woe  and  death  behind 

Its  devastating  wing — 
And  wrath  and  sliame  have  filled  the  breast 

Of  England's  dauntless  King. 
Like  two  bright  meteors,  flashing  oft 

Through  the  tempest*s  mantle  grey. 
Now  seen,  now  lost,  they  speed  along 
By  luill  or  lonely  glade,  and  long 

Shall  England  rue  the  day, 
When  her  bravest  ones  and  Scotland's  sons 

First  met  in  mortal  fray. 
Then  cried  the  proud  Plantagenet: 

"  Now,  by  my  father's  sword ! 
I  would  give  England's  crown  tliis  day 

To  vanquisli  Moray's  Lord!" 
For  the  crimson-cushion  banner 

Was  ever  in  the  van, 
Wlien,  prizing  honour  more  than  life. 
The  soldier  girt  him  to  the  strife. 

As  best  beseems  a  man ; 
What  time  o'er  long-contested  plahis 

The  crimson  torrents  ran. 


■  lilt, 
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IV. 

What  news  hath  o'er  the  Scottish  camp 

A  sudden  slmdow  cast? 
Hath  the  foe  once  more,  with  flame  and  gore. 

The  rocky  frontier  passed. 
And  tliey  who  checked  liis  proud  career, 

Succumbed  to  him  at  last? 
Not  so!  not  so!  the  Saxon  foe 

Still  lurks  witliin  his  den. 
And  the  Border  lines  are  guarded  well 

By  bands  of  valiant  men; 
But  grief  o'er  tliose  stout  hearts  hath  power. 
And  withering  is  Hope^s  sweet  flower 

Never  to  bloom  again! 
For  he  who  ruled  our  destinies 

In  triumph  and  in  woe. 
The  darling  of  cliivalric  hearts, 

On  the  bed  of  death  lies  low, 
And  Scotland  to  her  centre  reels. 

As  with  a  mortal  blow. 
Silent  and  sad  the  warriors 

Around  him  take  their  stand; 
The  Knight  of  BothwcU  oVr  him  bends. 
The  last  of  all  the  chosen  friends. 

The  gay  and  gallant  band. 
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That  wont  to  ride  in  martial  pride 

At  good  King  Robert's  hand. 
My  task  is  done^  my  race  is  nm," 

Twas  thus  Earl  Randolph  said, 
''And  soon  above  this  wrinkled  brow 

Shall  the  funeral  turf  be  spread — 
The  tmst  oar  Master  gave  to  me, 

Bothwell,  to  thee  I  yield; 
Be  thou  the  chief  of  Scotland's  realm 

In  council  and  in  field, — 
Be  to  her  King  a  loving  sire. 

To  her  mourning  sons  a  shield. 
Old  comrade,  blessings  on  thee  rest! 

And  prouder,  happier  &r 
Than  I,  mayst  thou  the  end  behold 

Of  this  protracted  vrar. 
And  plant  the  olive  branch  of  Peace 

On  our  distracted  shore  I 
My  sonsl  my  sons  I  —  Stem  Duty's  voice 

Hath  called  you  firom  me  now. 
Ye  will  not  hear  my  parting  words. 

Nor  kiss  my  clay-cold  brow, — 
Yet,  ohl  I  charge  ye  by  the  love 

Of  him  who  was  your  sire. 
To  blend  the  gentleness  of  age 

With  youth's  impetuous  fire; 
To  strive  with  danger,  toil,  and  pain. 

Right  manfully  and  well, — 


And,  wketi  deaili  bows  jour  stainless  crests 
Be  the  battle-field  your  couch  of 

And  the  trumpet-blast  your  knoll! 
From  the  pomp  and  pride  of  earthly  tilings 

I  am  passing  fast  awaj; 
The  careless  hand,  the  erring  soul. 

May  God  aasoil  tbia  day  I 
He»  who  in  triumph  or  defeat 

Hath  been  my  only  stay  t " 

With  book  and  ebon  Cmcifk 

The  grey-haired  priest  draws  near; 
Slowly  depart  the  weeping  friends^ 
As  he  to  those  faint  words  attends 

Which  none  but  he  must  hear. 
Ahl  short  1  ween  tlio  shrift  will  be! 

Few  sins  are  there  to  show ; — 
A  nobler  and  a  truer  hearty 
One  more  unskilled  in  treacherous  art* 

Ne'er  heat  on  eartli  below, — 
None  braver  in  the  battle's  stouTt 
And  none,  in  triumph's  sanguined  hoar» 

More  generous  to  tlie  foe! 
The  prayers  are  said,  the  rites  are  done. 

The  solemn  blessijig  given. 
And  Uie  hero's  soul  is  hovering 

On  the  dim  confines  of  Heaven — 
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There  was  sorrow  in  the  old  priest's  look. 

There  was  moistare  in  his  eye. 
As  round  the  conch  the  warriors  drew. 
The  brave,  the  noble,  and  the  true. 
In  voiceless  awe,  for  well  they  knew 
The  last  sad  hour  was  nigh. 

With  pale  hands  clasped  upon  his  breast. 

And  lips  that  moved  in  prayer. 
Scarce  conscious  of  the  tears  that  flowed. 

Lay  the  dying  chieftain  there. 
And  the  soft  breeze  of  the  summer  eve 

Lifted  his  tangled  hair. 
Hark!  hark!  what  strain  comes  up  the  glen. 

So  dirge-like  and  so  clear. 
As  though  a  spirit's  hand  had  swept 
The  trembling  chords,  then  paused,  and  wept 

A  sympathizing  tear? 
And  see  I  the  wind  hath  caught  the  flag 

Hung  idly  at  the  door. 
That  flag  that  oft  triumphantly 

Waved,  Randolph's  march  before, — 
But  the  eye  that  joyed  its  course  to  track 

Shall  watch  it  never  more! 
Then  tears  burst  forth,  —  not  sudden  tears 

That  from  the  eyelids  start. 
But  drops  of  bitterest  anguish,  wrung 

From  out  the  very  heart 


They  thoaght  of  Scotlmid's  deadly  fo€. 

Of  her  Monarcli's  beardless  youtJi — 
Who  now  the  stmggling  bark  shall  guide? 
Who  curb  the  nobles*  Iiaught)'  pride 

With  the  mighty  voice  of  Trutli? 
Oh  I  Randolph  in  tlio  fight*s  red  hour 

Oft  perilled  life  and  limb; — 
Count  o'er  your  oldeal,  proudest  th&nes, — 
Full  mmy  a  gloriom  name  remainSi 

But  none  dare  vh  with  him. 
Who  lieth  now  with  pallid  brow. 

And  eyes  all  glazed  and  dim! — 
Peace!  peace!  he  etirst — he  wakea  once  more, 

And  hin  failing  hands  doth  raise. 
And  on  the  fing  he  loved  so  well 

He  bends  a  parting  gaze. 
And  each  tearful  eye  hath  followed  hifl, 

In  sorrowful  amaz^. 
They  turned  —  alas!  it  was  but  clay 

Which  now  they  looked  upon; — 
Softly,  with  sunset's  latest  ray, 
From  strife  and  tumult  passed  away 

Great  Randolph  of  Strathdont 


IIalp  sheltered  by  the  green  hill  side. 

Mid  trees  that  saw  its  ancient  pride. 

Decked  with  the  ivy's  trailing  bands. 

Silent  the  mined  Abbey  stands. 

The  rougli  wind  moans,  tlie  big  rain  falls 

On  roofless  courts  and  crumbling  walls. 

And  where  the  holy  Mass  was  sung. 

The  wild  birds  build  and  rear  their  young. 

Ascend  yon  damp  and  mossy  stair, 

Survey  tlie  seme  so  wildly  fair; 

Tlic  arch,  the  pride  of  former  days, 

Its  fair  proiK)rtions  still  displap; 

Tlie  trophies  of  the  sculptor's  skill 

Adorn  the  jK)rch  and  cornice  still; 

And  Gothic  windows  rise  between 

The  dark,  damp  aisle  and  leafy  screen; 

Hut  silence  reigns,  save  when  our  tread 

Explores  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 

Or  echoes  from  the  hills  prolong 

The  cushat's  melancholy  song. 
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What  vigils,  in  the  times  of  old* 

Did  ihosQ  unconscious  walls  behold, 

When  good  monks  paced  the  cloistered  aisle. 

Chanted  and  told  tlieir  beads  the  while; 

Or  tended  witli  assiduous  care 

The  shaven  lawn  and  gardens  fair; 

Or  trtmmedi  perchance,  the  midnight  oil. 

And  bent  them  to  their  patient  toil. 

Till  flushed  the  witliered  cheek  of  age 

As  glowed  more  bright  tlie  laboured  pag& 

Here  Virtue  in  a  troublous  time 

Found  shelter  from  the  hand  of  Crime; 

Here  Sorrow,  chastened  and  subdued, 

Her  heavenward  path  in  p^ce  pursued; 

Guilt  strove  its  penitence  to  prove 

By  deeds  of  charity  and  love; 

And  Lwnmgi  flying  from  the  jars 

Of  servile  com*U  and  feudal  wars. 

Sent  forth  her  bright*  though  fitful  rays 

Upon  those  dark  and  lawless  dayis* 

The  ntonkish  rule  hath  passed  away,^ — 

Who  dwells  amid  the  doisters  grey? 

Of  mountaineers  a  hardy  band. 

All  iwift  of  foot  and  sure  of  haiid« 

Led  by  a  chief  of  ancient  name,* 

And  lineage  not  unknown  to  Fame — 

TttOM&s  Macilemdx,  of  Fltucuil«ii,  made  ui  uniuccesiful  atteiu[^t  Ui 
Mootme  ia  hb  Itil  camtwigo— 1€5|. 


Thy  memory  lingers  in  this  spot, 

Braye  ca\*aUer,  true-hearted  Scot! 

Thon,  when  false  friends  did  shrink  awaj, — 

When  tlioso  who  girt  them  to  the  firay. 

Wearied  by  many  a  trial  past, 

To  fraud  and  wrong  succumbed  at  last, — 

Thy  waoHj  cluvalric  heart  didst  bring 

To  aid  and  son*e  a  tlironeless  Kingl 

Vain  was  tlio  strife  —  a  traitor's  blow 

Soon  hud  thy  great  commander  lowi 

No  triumph  cheered  thy  dauntless  eye — 

We  know  not  where  thine  ashea  lie; 

Yet,  while  Romance^  from  age  to  age^ 

Still  gilds  our  history's  chequered  page. 

Tradition  lovea  to  honour  those 

Who  fought  and  bled  with  good  Montrose ! 

The  wars  are  over  I  scattered  rounds 

The  gravestones  pave  the  hallowod  ground^ 

Albeit,  witli  tangled  weeds  o'ergrown, 

Torgotten  lies  the  crmnbling  stone. 

Oh^  lonely  pile  I  thouH  sanctified 

By  more  tlian  mortal  pomp  and  pride; — 

By  labour  vast  and  counsel  sage^ 

Fruits  of  the  quaint  monastic  agei — 

By  courage  high  and  honours  bright, 

And  all  that  marks  the  belted  Knight^ — 
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Yet  more^  far  more^  hj  all  the  woes 
That  here  found  comfort  and  repose; 
The  dreams  that  faded  from  the  earth, — 
The  hopes  that  perished  in  their  birth, — 
The  bnsj  fancies,  now  at  rest. 
All  garnered  in  earth's  quiet  breast; — 
The  spreading  tree,  the  desert  place. 
Bear  of  these  vanished  lives  no  trace. 
Yet  doth  their  memory  linger  still 
By  the  green  vale  and  wooded  hill; 
It  bids  a  softer  shadow  fidl 
0*er  the  grey  tower  and  ivied  wall. 
Broods  o'er  the  solitudes  around. 
And  makes  the  ruin  holy  ground! 


Stk  September,  1855. 


FiiAQMENTS  of  grey  and  massive  stone, 
A  steep  and  broken  turret  stair. 

Deserted  chambers,  dark  and  lone. 

Where  roams  at  will  the  autamn  air, — 

And  ruined  battlements  which  seem 

To  frown,  tliough  all  around  them  smile. 

And  the  glad  sun,  with  jocund  gleam. 
On  the  worn  summit  rests  awhile. — 

Fit  scene  this  were  to  muse  and  call 
Back  days  of  revelry  and  war. 

When  tl'tiis^ted  in  the  ample  hall 
The  wild  retainers  of  Dunbar; 
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And  the  proud  chief,  in  danger^s  hour. 
Saw  his  dark  reivers,  hasting  thence, 

Gaze  fondly  on  the  strong  white  tower, 
At  once  their  beacon  and  defence. 

Away  I  ye  visions  of  the  past. 

Of  crime  and  strife,  —  why  haunt  me  now? 
A  glorious  light  the  sunbeams  cast 

Upon  the  lovely  land  below; 

The  grassy  slopes,  the  fruitful  soil. 

Where  swept  of  yore  the  martial  train, — 

Now  peasants  ply  their  peaceful  toil. 

And  bind  in  slieaves  the  ripened  grain; 

The  heath-clad  hills,  tlie  rugged  ways. 
The  old  pine  forests  waving  free, 

The  far  blue  mountains,  at  whose  base 
Dashes  the  broad  and  placid  sea. — 

Oh,  fidry  scene!    When  I  recall 

Life's  happiest  hours,  before  my  eyes 

Shall  Fancy  bid  the  broken  wall 

And  the  white  tower  of  Blervie  rise; 


And  the  gay  laagh,  the  retdy  jest. 
The  friendly  feces  smilmg  there. 

All  shrined  in  Memory's  fiuthfiil  breast. 
Shall  make  the  vision  doubly  fair! 

7th  September,  1855. 


Upon  the  rocky  shore. 

Where  loud  the  billows  roar, 
A  friendly  group  stood  gazing  at  the  sky, 

And  weaving  many  a  chain 

Of  wishes,  wild  and  vain 
As  the  light  featliery  spray  that  passed  them  by. 

"To  regions  far  away 

Bear  me,  thou  ocean  gray! 
Where  the  young  leaves  their  dewy  wealth  unfold. 

And  flowers  are  blooming  wild  I" 

So  cried  the  rosy  child, 
And  the  breeze  wantoned  with  his  locks  of  gold. 

"Oh  tide  — Oh,  rushing  tide!" 

The  blue-eyed  maiden  sighed, 
"Oft  danger  lurks  beneath  thy  sparkling  foam, — 

Speed  o'er  tlie  waters  dark. 

Oh!  speed  the  gallant  bark 
Tliat  bears  the  loved  one  to  his  boyhood's  home!" 


^}it  ^tn  Shore. 


**  Thou  proudly-crested  wave  I  " 

Muniiured  the  youth  so  brave, 
**  S\inl)ol  of  pride  and  power  and  mighty  sway  ! 

Mine  be  a  proud  career. 

And  if  the  end  be  near. 
Let  Glorj'  i)oint  the  path  and  h'ght  the  way!" 

A  widowed  mother  spoke. 

Whose  voice  the  stiUness  broke 
With  its  soft  whisiKir,  musical  and  mild, — 

'^From  tlie  keen  stroke  of  Fate 

That  left  me  desolate. 
From  sin  and  sorrow,  save,  oh !  save  my  child ! 

In  grave  and  earnest  mood 

The  thoughtful  statesman  stood. 
The  rocky  miirgiii  of  tlie  waves  beside — 

**  Be  mine  the  power  that  moulds 

The  human  will,  and  holds 
Unchecked,  through  peace  and  war,  its  course  of  pride 

A  frail  and  aged  man, 

With  visage  pale  and  wan. 
Bent  listlessly  above  tlie  surging  wave; 

"  Earth  has  no  gifts  for  one 

Wliose  sand  is  nearly  run, 
I  ask  no  future  but  the  quiet  grave  I*" 
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Thus^  to  the  moaning  tide 
Those  human  voices  sighed^ 

Pining  and  thirsting  for  the  hours  to  bo; — 
And  on,  and  ever  on. 
With  strange  mysterious  tone. 

Murmured  and  rolled  the  everlasting  seal 
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Amid  rich  Iiarvcst-fields  it  lies. 

In  solitude  profound, 
Tiie  sun  looks  with  Ids  burning  eyes 

On  trees  tliat  close  it  round; 
But  o'er  the  wild  deserted  place 

A  shadow  broodeth  still, — 
Tliere  oft  the  careless  idler  strays. 

The  cattle  rove  at  wilL 


The  head-stones  sinking  in  the  grass. 

With  green  moss  crusted  o'er. 
Whence  Time's  rude  hands  will  soon  efface 

The  names  tliat  once  they  bore; — 
The  tall  rank  weeds,  the  lichens  gray. 

That  grow  unmarked,  unchecked, — 
All  tell  a  tide  of  slow  decay, 

Indifference  and  neglect 


djtiurdprd  of  iftai;. 


And  IB  there  none  the  path  to  tend, 

And  pious  care  bestow^ 
For  love  of  some  departed  friend 

Wliose  ashes  rest  below? 
Few  years  have  sped,  since  o*er  the  ground 

Arose  the  funeral  prayer; — 
And  of  her  children's  deepest  wound 

Does  earth  no  record  bear? 

It  matters  little  where  the  clay 

In  its  last  fileep  is  laid; 
It  cannot  hear  the  breezes  play 

Above  its  narrow  bed; 
It  cannot  feel  the  perfumed  breath 

Of  Uie  young  joyous  Spring, — 
Nor  echoes  in  tlie  ear  of  Death 

The  strain  the  wild  birds  sing. 

And  yeti  methinks,  'twere  best  to  lie 

In  some  secluded  spot. 
Where  the  broad  river  munnurs  by 

The  peasant*s  cheerful  coti 
Where  vernal  sounds  and  sights  abound^ 

And  fragrant  flowerets  bloom, 
Shedduig  a  tender  grace  around 

The  melancholy  tomb! 


01t<  dpurrltpnl  irj[  Ptg. 

The  heart  still  binds  with  li^iiig  things 

The  memory  of  the  dead^ 
E'en  though  we  hope  the  spirit^s  wings 

For  brighter  realms  are  spread; 
We  fidn  would  leave  some  token  here. 

Some  low^  memorial  stone. 
Of  us,  in  many  a  passing  year. 

To  speak  when  we  are  gone. 

Tis  sad  to  know  that,  when  we  rest 

Beneath  the  cold,  damp  sod. 
The  earth  will  be  as  fair  and  blest 

As  when  its  paths  we  trod; — 
The  bitterest  thought  that  wrings  the  heart. 

And  clouds  our  mortal  lot, 
Is,  from  all  cherished  things  to  part. 

To  die,  and  be  forgot! 


Fabewell  to  ihee,  Moray  I  the  land  of  tradition^ 

Through  whose  quaint  storied  relics  the  fimcy  still 
roams! 

Farewell  to  thy  castles,  with  strange  legends  haunted  I 
Farewell  to  thy  cornfields,  and  bright  happy  homes  I 

To  the  mouldering  Abbey,  tlie  ruined  Cathedral, 

In  whose  long  grass-grown  cloisters  the  silent  dead 
lie, — 

To  the  desolate  sand-hills,  the  green  faiiy  forests, 

Where  the  dark  mountain  torrent  sweeps  murmuring  by. 

The  rocks  of  Relugas,  so  grand  and  so  lonely. 

Where  it  dashes  and  foams  with  a  wild,  ceaseless 
wail, — 

The  bleak  highland  moors,  and  the  calm  sheltered  valley 
That  smiles  in  the  shadow  of  castled  Dumphail;— 
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And  Spjnie^  its  massive  old  fortalice  rearing. 

Though  the  sounds  that  once  roused  its  wild  echoes 
have  ceased; 

On  the  torret  still  moulder  the  mitred  escutcheons. 
But  sheep  fill  the  courts  of  the  warrior-priest! 

And  the  hill  of  the  Romach,  whose  dark  pines  and 
larches 

A  broad  shadow  cast  o'er  the  smooth  lake  beneath. 
Where  the  young  birdies  sport,  and  the  tall  rocks  are 
peeping 

Through  a  veil  of  brown  lichen  and  blossonung  heath. 

From  tbj  battlements,  Cawdor  I  we  gazed  on  the  moun- 
tains 

And  the  green  valley  bathed  in  a  rich  autumn  glow^ 
Trod  the  wild,  wooded  glen,  where  the  birch-tree  and 
rowan. 

And   the   long   fern   leaves  droop  o'er  the  waters 
below — 

Explored  each  old  room,  from  the  dark  vaulted  dungeon 
Where  the  magical  thorn  still  its  branches  doth  rear. 

To  the  low,  narrow  cell,  where  the  fugitive  trembled 
As  the  steps  of  the  ruthless  pursuer  drew  near; 


4aw«rrfl  to  p;ora5shire.  497 


And,  musing  on  stories  of  feud  and  rebellion. 
On  mighty  achievements  and  glories  gone  by. 

We  passed  the  wild  heath  and  the  green  fertile  meadows. 
And  the  cool  shady  nooks  where  the  villages  lie. 

Oh  I  bright  days  of  autumn  !  when  shower  and  sunshine 
Bestowed  a  fresh  theme  on  our  light-hearted  mirth; 

Oh  I  dear,  loving  friends,  whose  kind  greetings  imparted 
A  lustre  and  charm  to  the  beautiful  earth  I 

Long  slumbering  fancies  and  dim  recollections 

Of  the  days  of  my  childhood,  stole  over  my  brain; — 

As  some  beautiful  dream  which  the  morning  had  scattered. 
Returns  in  the  twilight  to  charm  us  again. 

And  for  this,  O  fair  Moray  I  this  cherished  remembrance. 
This  warm-hearted  welcome,  from  tliee  I  go  forth 

And  breathe,  as  I  view  thy  blue  mountains  receding, 
A  blessing  upon  thee,  dear  Land  of  the  North  I 

13M  September. 


When  should  we  open  the  Poet's  scroll. 
And  yield  our  minds  to  his  sweet  control. 
Till  Fancy,  loosed  from  all  earthly  band. 
Roams  and  revels  in  Fairyland? 

In  the  early  mom,  when  the  rose-clouds  lie 

Like  gems  on  the  breast  of  the  blushing  sky. 

When  tlie  sun  comes  forth,  and  the  dew-drops  start 

In  tears  from  the  depths  of  the  Flower  Queen's  heart — 

Ere  Labour  and  Care  their  iron  chain 

Have  bound  round  thy  weary  soul  again; 

While  thy  thoughts  are  pure  as  the  balmy  air, 

And  thy  heart  is  refreshed  by  its  first  sweet  prayer, — 

Then  read,  for  tlie  Poets  of  olden  time 

Were  wayfarers,  bound  to  a  distant  clime; 

Like  thee,  they  suflFered,  and  toiled,  and  wrought. 

But  their  lives  were  bright  with  a  beautiful  thought, — 

And  they  will  tell  thee  what  sunbeams  smile 

O'er  the  dreary  paths  of  our  world  of  toil. 
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Coming  early,  imd  tarrying  long 

With  him  who  in  trial  is  brave  and  strong. 

Like  a  Gothic  window  through  which  the  light 

Streams  on  the  pavement  so  cold  and  white, 

Flinging  its  purple  aod  golden  rays, 

Rich  with  the  fajicies  of  elder  days, 

Shadow  of  warrior  and  saint  serenej 

Mitred  bishop  and  sceptred  qneen, — 

On  the  ground  where  the  student  hath  dreaming  paced, 

Where  tlxe  young  rush  by  in  their  fiery  haste. 

Where  the  cheek  of  the  timid  maiden  glows, 

And  the  mourner  weeps,  and  the  dead  repose  j — 

So  shall  tlie  Poet's  magic  lay 

Haunt  thy  raptured  spu-it  the  live- long  day, 

Till  across  tliy  thorny  patli  be  thrown 

A  gorgeous  colouring  all  its  own, 

And  lus  musical  voice  like  a  [>otent  spell 

In  die  inmost  recess  of  thy  spirit  dwell 

In  tlie  dreamy  noon  of  a  summer^s  day. 

When  the  air  is  sweet  with  the  new-mown  hay, 

When  tbe  flocks  by  the  side  of  the  hedgc^rows  lie. 

And  the  reaper  awhile  lays  Hs  sickle  by — 

Then  sit  thee  down  in  the  pleasant  shade 

That's  by  some  bowering  willow  made. 

Where  tlie  light  falls  throiigli,  t!>ubdued  and  dim, 

And  the  young  leavai  aeem  singing  a  low,  sweet  hymn. 
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Read  oiij  read  on,  with  a  glisteniiig  eye, — 
Then  close  the  volume  aiid  lay  it  by. 
And  tiiou  and  thy  listeners  each  shall  be 
Wrapped  in  his  own  sweet  reverie. 

In  the  dark  midnightj  when  the  world  is  asleep, 

The  student  Lis  lonely  watch  doth  keep; 

And  the  cares  and  the  troubles  of  life  depart 

From  the  eddying  waters  of  his  heart. 

As  with  calm  and  child-like  soul  he  attends 

To  the  lessons  taught  by  his  voiceless  friends, — 

Oh  I  it  was  no  fable,  the  tale  which  said 

That  the  chimes  of  the  midnight  aroused  the  dead. 

And  sent  them  forth  from  their  place  of  re^t 

To  haunt  the  scenes  which  they  loved  the  best! 

The  spirit,  set  free  by  the  hand  of  Night, 

Sails  forth  on  her  pinions  of  viewless  might. 

Drinks  deep  of  the  fount  where  Thought's  treasui"*^  lie, 

Wanders  mid  fancies  and  musings  high; 

In  a  world  unknown  she  furls  her  wiugj 

And  hears  the  song  that  tlie  plimets  sing — 

For  the  Poet  withdraws  the  veil,  which  seems 

To  hide  from  our  gaze  the  land  of  dreams, 

And  the  words  that  charm  our  listening  ears 

Are  bright  revelations  of  higher  spheres, 

Strange  echoes,  caught  from  the  golden  lyre 

That  responds  to  the  touch  of  the  heavenly  choir^ 


(jforu«t  not  ih  J^ad. 


FoRQBT  not  tho  Dead^  though  their  memory  waken 

Regrets  for  the  sunshine  of  Life's  vanished  spring, — 
Tho  wind,  by  whose  rude  breath  the  rose-leaves  are  shaken^ 

Their  rich  odour  bears  on  its  wild-rushing  wing, — 
Bright  looks  the  sim  firom  the  blue  dome  of  Heaven, 

Whence  tho  gloom  of  the  tempest  but  lately  hath  fled, — 
And  soothing,  though  sad,  are  the  memories  given 

To  the  fond,  faithful  heart  that  forgets  not  the  Dead. 

If  tho  blossoms  that  grew  round  thy  pathway  be  scattered. 
And  fadeil  the  treasures  that  once  seemed  thine  own, — 

If  tho  idols  that  filled  thy  soul's  temple  be  shattered. 
And  thou  mid  the  ruins  art  wandering  alone, — 

Though  tho  lips  that  are  silent  for  ever,  seem  speaking 
Fivm  the  songs  that  they  loved,  from  the  books  they 
v>iK\>  n>ad — 

Though  ihiue  eyes  overflow  and  thy  heart-strings  are 
lu\>aking» — 

lu  tho  hiumyst  where  they  dwelt— oh !  forget  not  the  Dead ! 


forget  not  the  Of:id, 
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When  the  young  mom  is  up,  all  her  beauties  revealing. 

And  the  birds  carol  gaily  in  bush  or  in  brake, — 
Wlien  the  gray,  dusky  shadows  of  twilight  are  stealing 

Like  a  veil  o^or  the  face  of  the  motionless  lake— 
In  the  tumult  oi  day,  when  the  heart  vamly  yeameth 

For  Uie  voices  whose  music  for  ever  is  fled, — 
Al  night,  when  the  dream  of  thy  young  joy  returnetli, — 

In  gloom  or  in  gladneas  —  forget  not  the  Dead! 

Deep,  deep  in  thy  heart  be  their  memory  cherished. 
Like  tlie  flame  on  the  altari,  of  yore  deemed  divine, 

Koujid  each  thought  let  the  links  of  affections  tlmt  perished. 
Like  tho  dark  ivy's  tendrils,  for  ever  entwine; — 

By  the  fair  morning  visions  the  young  heart  possesdes, — 
The  nobler  pmsuitu  to  which  manhood  h  wed — 

By  tlie  mate,  chastened  sorrow,  which  wounds  and  yet 
blesses,— 

By  the  hopes  of  the  future  —  forget  not  the  Dead  I 


There  was  a  sage — 'twas  in  the  olden  time. 

When  yet  the  earth  was  full  of  mysteries. 

Ere  cold  Philosophy,  with  passionless  hand. 

Had  rent  the  veil,  whose  deep  and  spectral  gloom 

Gave  birth  to  ghostly  legend  and  romance; 

In  an  old  hall  he  dwelt,  a  grand  old  hall. 

Well  stored  with  tapestry  and  carvfcd  oak 

And  fading  portraits  of  his  buried  sires; 

And  there  were  haunted  rooms,  and  dungeon  Yaults^ 

And  narrow  passages,  through  which  the  wind 

Howled  like  the  ravings  of  a  prisoned  sprite. 

It  was  his  birth-place,  —  there  his  youth  had  passed^ 

Wajrward  and  wild  as  an  impetuous  stream; — 

But  there  were  legends  of  a  hopeless  love. 

And  a  low  grave  close  by  the  village  spire. 

Wherein  his  heart  was  buried.  —  He  went  forth 

To  distant  lands,  and  joined  the  dusky  tribes. 

Trod  burning  sands,  and  quaffed  mysterious  lore; 

But  when  the  Autumn  days  grew  dark  and  chilly 
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The  old  man  sought  his  boyish  home  again. 

No  friendly  voices  bade  him  welcome  there, — 

The  old  were  uuraliered  with  the  deadj — the  young 

Wer©  scattered  far  and  wide,  —  grey  were  tlie  liaira 

And  dim  the  eyes  of  all  who  sluured  hia  sports ; 

And  those  who  filled  their  places  kiiew  him  not, 

And  looked  on  him  in  wonder — ^for  his  lore 

Had  raised  him  far  above  his  kind;  he  stood 

On  a  strange  eminence,  alone,  unfriended. 

And  thence  looked  down,  —  yet  with  benignant  eyes. 

It  might  be  that  his  learning  wrapped  his  soul 

(For  leai*ning  never  chills  the  genial  heart), 

And  'neath  the  snows  of  age>  the  warm  firesh  feelings 

Lay  hidden  deep  within  the  soil,  and  ready 

To  blossom  at  one  ray  of  kindly  sunshine, — 

Or  the  vain  dreiun  of  love,  so  long  concealed 

And  buried  in  the  prou<l  man's  breast,  had  been 

A  blessed  spring  amid  the  ruins  tliere, 

A  fountain  in  the  desert,  —  a  white  dove 

Nestling  among  the  lone  and  blat*kening  mflers; 

For  true  Affection,  like  tlie  words  of  Peace, 

The  Apostolic  blessing,  if  repulsed 

From  jealous  and  unfriendly  doors,  returns 

Witli  sevenfold  b^nty  to  the  parent  heart. 

One  night  a  stranger  with  the  Student  sate; 
Long  converse  held  they  of  the  storied  past. 
The  busy  present,  and  the  misty  shroud 
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That   hides  the  untrodden  future.     Strange  it 
was, 

And  beautiful,  to  see  tliat  grej-haired  man 

ListcDing  to  tho  wild  Balliea  of  his  guest; 

Recalling,  as  he  spake,  the  promise  fair 

And  the  high  hopes  of  his  all-joyous  youth, 

As  when  the  sky,  from  which  at  evening  hour 

The  murky  storm  departs,  serene  and  pure 

Sees  itself  mirrored  in  a  bright  clear  lake, — 

He  was  a  stately  tree,  whereon  the  fruit 

Hung  In  ripe  clusters,  and  tlie  leaves  were  clad, 

AH  red  and  golden,  in  their  autumn  garb. 

And  one  by  one  fell  slowly,  —  but  the  boy 

Was  the  fresh-opened  flower  that  from  its  root 

Gazed  ever  upwards  with  It^  frank  blue  e^^es. 

And  questioned  of  the  bright  and  sunny  ski^. 

And  the  wild  stormy  night  above  its  crest 

There  was  a  pause,  and  each  iu  thought  was  lost. 

Treading  tlie  secret  mazes  of  his  heart. 

Till  with  impetuous  voice  the  youth  burst  forth: — 

"I  love  not  the  chime  of  the  tinkling  rill 
As  it  lazily  steals  round  the  breezy  hill 

And  under  the  willow  tree — 
No  I  the  dashing  foam  and  the  tempest  shock 
When  the  cataract  springs  o'er  the  rifled  rock^ 

And  ihe  voice  of  tlie  storm,  for  me! 
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"I  bA  not  for  wealtJi,  or  length  of  dajs. 
Nor  the  treasures  that  lowly  natures  praise. 

The  calm  and  quiet  breast; — 
I  could  not  dwdl  on  the  l  iUage  soil. 
Whore  tho  day  brings  its  round  of  stated  toil, 

And  the  uigfat  its  dreamless  rest; — 

**For  I  would  pass  like  a  meteor  proudj 
Scattering  afar  the  lurid  cloud. 

And  lighting  the  stomiy  seaj 
I  would  leave  such  a  name  from  age  to  age. 
That  all  who  turn  the  hittoric  page 
Should  pause,  to  remember  me! 

"I  have  read  tlie  triumphs  of  heroes  old, 
The  mighty  captains,  tlie  great,  tlie  bold. 

Whose  swords  won  the  diadem; 
And  my  cheek  was  fiushed,  and  my  soul  was 
stirred. 

For  tlie  inner  voice,  like  a  spirit*8  word. 
Bade  me  go  forth  and  be  like  them. 

**Is  there  not  joy  in  the  conqueror's  heart 
When  the  routed  hosts  of  the  foe  depart. 

And  the  stubborn  strife  is  won, — 
When  tlie  cities  shake  witli  their  martial  mirth. 
And  the  knrel  is  laid  by  onr  Mother  Earth 

Al  the  feet  of  her  mightiest  son?^ 
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The  other  answered  not^  bcit  slowij  rme^ 

And  led  him  In  the  window^s  deep  recess, 

Wliere,  in  its  massive  and  oatlandish  fiame^ 

A  mirror  htmg,  reflecting  calmlj  back 

The  modn,  begirt  with  all  her  stanr  tiain^ 

And  the  broad  landsci^  in  its  robe  of  snow. 

**Land  of  the  snn  P  'twas  thus  the  old  man  Cfied, 

''From  thee  this  talbman  I  bore,  the  gift 

Of  one,  al^!  who  slmnbers  in  the  tomb^ 

A  mighty  intellect,  a  warm,  trae  heart. 

Dear  to  me  as  mj  own!  —  Ay,  look,  my  son! 

Look  silently  upon  it  ;  from  its  depths 

*TwiU  sliape  an  answer  to  thy  heart's  wild  tbotigliL™ 

He  looked,  and  lo!  as  in  a  troubled  dream^ 

He  saw  the  Conc^neror  on  prancing  steed 

Ride  o'ar  the  field  of  victory;  a&r 

The  baffled  squadrons  fled,  bat  his  dark  ep& 

Followed  their  track  no  longer;  it  was  fixed 

Proudly,  yet  though  tfuJIy,  upon  the  sky. 

As  though  from  some  commanding  height  he  ^uceil 

Down  the  long  vista  of  the  timing  years. 

And  saw  his  glory,  tike  a  fiery  star^ 

Lighting  the  dim  horizon.    As  he  passed 

The  wounded  raised  their  weary  eyes  to  his. 

Rose  from  the  crimson  ground,  and  sank  in  death , 

The  note  of  triumph  quivering  on  their  lip. 

Anon,  it  was  a  crowded  market-place, 

Where  gay  processions  moved,  and  banners  streamed 
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From  out  tlie  open  casements ;  flowers  were  filing, 

Youtigj  bright-eyed  flowers^  on  the  dusty  way. 

And  mothers  raised  their  rosy  children  high 

To  look  upon  the  hero*    There  was  mirth. 

And  song,  and  revel  hi  the  banquet  hall; 

The  rich  wine  mantled  in  the  golden  cup, 

And  at  each  pause  broke  in  with  joyous  note 

Tlie  martial  musie*    Then  the  scene  was  changed! 

Slowly  the  moon  rose  o'er  the  battle-Beld^ 

But  pomp  and  triumph  there  no  longer  veiled 

The  fruits  of  the  long  struggle — there  the  dead 

Lay,  calm  and  smiling  as  in  happy  sleep. 

Or  wearing  still  the  frown  of  deadliest  hate. 

And  there  the  dying  —  Oh!  that  this  should  Let 

That  these,  the  lovedj  the  prayed-for,  these  whoso  smile 

Was  sunshine  to  so  many  kindred  hearts^ 

Whose  voice  was  music  to  their  souls  —  should  lie 

Alone,  in  their  last  agony,  with  none 

To  hear  their  parting  words,  and  watch  through  tears 

Their  entrance  on  the  strange  and  unknow^u  way  I 

Slowly  the  moon  rose,  like  an  angel  griev-ing 

O'er  the  foul  sins  of  man;  and  lol  the  veil 

Was  lifted  from  a  tliousand  distant  homes; 

He  saw  the  moumcrs  in  their  sable  weeds^ 

Treading  the  princely  halls;  and  stifled  voice 

And  moistened  eye  told  of  the  grief  within, 

The  wound  which  pomp  and  pride  can  never  heal! 

He  saw  the  whit^-walled  \*illage  homo,  the  scene 
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Of  happiness  and  peace  —  now  grief  sat,  sbroaded 

In  tlie  deserted  reoin^  the  vacant  placej 

And  in  the  evening  prayer  was  breathed  no  more 

The  voice  of  him  so  cherishedj  so  beloved^ — 

The  brave  who  came  not  back  I  —  And  for  the  shouts 

Of  i"x^velrj  and  triiimph^  —  hark  I  the  sob 

Of  the  young  orphan,  and  the  wailing  moan 

Of  the  lone,  widowed  motlier.    Some  tliere  were 

Who  wrapped  them  sternly  in  tlieir  robe  of  grief. 

And  walked  tltrough  life  with  hearts  that  felt  no  more ; 

OtJiers  whose  voices  rent  tlie  stiirtled  air 

With  the  wild  cry  of  fierce  and  impotent  wrath; 

And  some,  of  gentler  mood^  who  to  their  hearts 

Li  meekness  did  that  bitter  sorrow  fold. 

And  in  their  agony  sat  down  to  die. 

Sternly  the  Student  spake:  *'Ere  by  the  sword 

One  man  may  raise  himself  above  his  kind 

And  leave  a  name  to  brighten  History's  page. 

Thousands  must  perisli,  tens  of  thousands  mourn. 

And  sin,  and  suffer — ^th  the  price  of  Famel" 

*^Nay,  father!  nay — I  crave  no  more 
The  laurel  whose  roots  are  steeped  in  gore, 

Wliose  leaves  with  tears  aro  wet; 
The  scene  to  my  trembling  gaze  revealed. 
The  fearful  scene  of  yon  battle-field, 

I  never  could  forget  I 
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**The  wail  of  the  mourner  in  mine  car 
Would  sound  when  my  boyhood's  frieiida  were  near. 

When  the  gorgeous  feast  waa  spread  j 
And  the  brow  of  the  dying,  so  ghastly  whit^. 
Would  rise  night  and  day  on  mj  aching  sight, 

Would  haunt  my  dying  bed! 

There  are   laurels  which    grow   on   a  brighter 
shore^ 

Tliere  are  voicea,  sweet  voicesj  which  evermore 

Speak  to  tlie  gifted  heart, 
And  beautiful  paths  all  crowned  with  flowers. 
Leading  through  meadows  and  matchless  bowers 
To  the  wonderful  realms  of  Art 

**The  painter,  whose  strong  creative  hand 
Ke veals  the  charms  of  that  glorious  land; — 

The  poet^  who  never  diesj 
For  the  rich  and  the  poor,  tlie  old  and  the  young. 
Love  the  stmins  by  tlie  min&trel  sung, 

WTien  Uie  green  turf  o*er  lilm  lies. — 

These  are  the  happy,  the  good,  the  preat, — 
These  baffle  the  grave  and  the  stroke  of  Fat«,^ — 

To  them  be  all  blessings  given  I 
Like  friends,  dear  friends,  they  walk  by  our  side 
Through  the  devious  paths  of  the  world  so  wide — 

Like  angels  they  point  to  Heaven  P 
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He  ceased^  and  jet  again  a  yision  slow 
Across  the  mirrar  passed;  and  he  beheld 
The  artmt  in  his  lowly  chamber^  bending 
From  hour  to  hour  above  his  daiiy  task. 
Unconscious  that  tlie  day  drew  to  its  close; 
For  glorious  were  the  forms  that  grew  and  glowed 
B€iieaih  his  rapid  lingers,  and  his  soul 
Was  hushed  in  silent  ecstasy,  entranced 
With  its  own  sweet  creations.    He  looked  down 
Into  the  world  of  that  rich-gifted  hcartj 
And  marked  the  hidden  source,  the  caverns  deep. 
Where  Inspiration,  like  a  Naiad  fair. 
Dwelt    amid    wrecks,  and   gems^    and  drifting 
weeds. 

Then  first    he   learned,  and    sorrowed   at  tlie 
thoughtj 

IIow  little  can  the  ablest  hand  portray 
Of  the  bright  fairy  dreams  that  rise  within! 
But  Weariness  came  oft,  and  Poverty, 
Calling  do^vn  Fancy  from  her  airy  throne, 
SoLling  with  earthly  stains  her  rainbow-wing. 
While  those  for  whom  he  toiled,  the  busy  crowd. 
Lavished  their  smiles  on  gems  from  foreign  shores^ 
And  dingj^  canvas  of  the  olden  time. 
And  gave  no  thought  to  liim.    And  so  be  died 
In  want  and  bittemess  of  soul,^ — and  then. 
The  crowd  retuniing,  mourned  aloud  for  him. 
Spoke  of  his  mighty  genius,  and  raised 
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A  m&rble  boati  to  deck  the  grave  of  one 
Who,  livings  Tainly  ashed  one  word  of  praise  t 
He  mvf  tlio  Poet,  when  his  brain  was  filled 
With  crowding  fancies,  and  the  bright  raj  shone 
Full  on  his  noble  brow,  yet  Grief  was  there, — 
Grief  in  the  hour  of  triumph !    The  world  rang 
With  his  renown,  and  by  the  cheerful  hearth, 
And  in  tlie  greenwood,  were  his  r&tneB  sung. 
Till  tears  bedewed  the  page,  and  hearts  o'erflowed 
Witli  rapture,  breathing  ou  tlio  Poet's  name 
A  gratefij  bentson.    He  heard  it  notl 
The  voice  of  praise   scarce  o'er  his  threshold 
passed  i 

But  Calumny  was  there^  and  envious  txmgam 
Proclaimed  aloud  the  secrete  of  his  home. 
And  the  vain  writliings  of  the  tortured  miud^ — 
Like  a  tall  beacon  on  a  rocky  coast. 
He  felt  the  dashing  of  the  cold,  salt  spray. 
And  heard  the  racing  wind,  but  had  no  share 
In  the  hid  treasures  of  the  fickle  deep. 
Then  in  his  pride  he  rose,  and  joined  tlie  crowd, 
Yea,  bent  him  to  their  level,  —  but  how  poor 
And  paltiT  were  their  aims!  for  he  had  seen 
The  gati^  of  Heaven  opene<L  and  no  more 
Could  rest  or  joy  on  earth  —  he  dwelt  alone ! 
He  made  himself  a  world,  a  beauteous  world. 
But  none  might  share  its  sceptre,  and  the  heart 
Thai  yearned  so  oft  for  blessed  household  love. 
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Went  forth  as  went  the  dove,  and  hovered  o'er 
The  waste  of  many  waters,  chill  and  drear. 
And,  back  returning,  found  no  resting-place! 

"If  it  be  so!"  the  young  man  sadly  cried, 
'*Why  hath  God  planted  in  our  breasts  the  love 
For  all  that's  great  and  beautiful  —  the  thirst 
For  immortality,  since  th'  end  of  all 
Is  bitterness  and  shame?"  —  The  Student  stood 
Beside  him,  with  his  meek  eyes  raised  to  Heaven, 
His  hands  were  clasped,  and  his  pale,  lifted  brow 
Was  holy  as  an  angel's  —  thus  he  spake: — 

"Youth!  thou  hast  sighed  for  Fame, 
The  fragile  wreath  that  thoughtless  natures  prize. 
The  cold  though  sparkling  gem,  the  spell  which  lies 

In  one  poor  human  name, — 
Believe  an  old  man's  words  —  that  path  may  lead 
To  Glory,  but  the  victor's  heart  will  bleed! 

"Read  well  thy  heart,  my  son! 
The  hidden  springs  of  action  all  are  there, — 
'Twill  teach  thee  what  thy  mission  is,  and  where 

Thy  laurels  should  be  won — 
Then  go,  and  with  the  bard's  melodious  voice, 
Or  hero's  stalwart  arm,  make  good  thy  choice. 
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"But,  ere  Uiou  goest,  beware 
Of  snares  without,  of  foes  within  its  cell! — 
One  talisman  I  give  thee,  —  guard  it  well, — 

The  talisman  of  Prayer! 
Oh!  pray  to  God,  and  He,  the  changeless  Friend, 
Will  guide  thee  safely  to  the  promised  end. 

"Let,  tlien,  thy  soul  be  strong 
And  steadfast,  walking  in  tlie  path  of  duty — 
Religion,  in  her  sweet  and  seraph  beauty. 

Shall  dwell  thy  thoughts  among; 
With  firm  tho'  gentle  sway,  shall  rule  thy  mind 
In  perfect  charity  with  all  thy  kind. 

"So  shall  thy  life  be  pure 
From  En\y's  canker  stain,  from  shame,  and  ruth ; 
And  the  sweet  hopes  that  blossomed  in  thy  youth 

Shall  strengthen  and  endure. 
Till  the  dark  world,  where  thou  hast  nobly  striven. 
Becomes  tlie  foretaste  and  the  porch  of  Heaven  I 
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Time  was,  with  many  a  mirthful  thought,  of  joyous 
Fancy  born, 

I  loved  betimes  to  welcome  back  thy  happy  natal 
mom. 

And  weave,  in  light  fantastic  rhymes,  all  sure  to 

please  tJiine  ear. 
My  wish  for  happiness  and  health,  and  all  the  heart 

holds  dear. 

But  sadder  is  my  song  to-day;   I  see  thee  once 
again. 

Stretched  powerless  upon  the  couch,  the  fevered 

couch  of  pain; 
Through  days  of  grief  and  weariness,  through 

wakeful  nights,  procured 
By  suflFerings  —  ohl    how  patiently,  how  silently 

endured ! 
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And  lonely  seems  our  household  now,  we  miss  thy 
cheerful  face. 

And  the  kindly  smile  that  ever  beamed  like  sun- 
shine from  thy  place; 

Wo  miss  thy  voice  in  converse  oft,  thy  footstep  on 
the  stair. 

And  thy  wise  and  patient  counsel,  and  thy  quiet, 
thoughtftil  care. 

My  sister  I  few  thy  years  have  been,  yet  marked 

by  pain  and  care; 
And  in  thy  young  life's  summer-time  thou'rt  lying 

helpless  there. 
When  thou,  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  'midst  friendly 

groups  shouldst  be. 
Treading  across  the  sunny  earth  with  footstep  firm 

and  free. 

We  know  that  those  God  loveth  best,  He  chastens 
oft  and  sore. 

That  sorrow,  by  the  Christian's  side,  is  present 
evermore. 

That  full  and  bitter  is  the  cup  to  His  elect  ones 
given. 

And  steep  and  rugged  is  the  path  they  tread  from 
earth  to  Heaven. 
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T«c  JiC  times  we  ipiescka  tfrnflT,  why  this  should 
be  t&T  sEor^. 

Whr  ^oa,  r&ie  ttjgi^  azftl  Iotii]^  one,  such  heavy 

ikom  skxijisc  biBK-; 
FocgeczB^  teas,  x:        decree,  each  mnrnnir  should 

be  stnL 

And  the  beirt  iboold  bew.  as  bows  a  reed,  at  His 
sS-c^haeois  wiIL 

To  Him  do  we  omnis  diee  now,  the  darting  of 
o<xr  heart* 

And  pray,  if  He  ocdaiEn  it  so^  diat  dij  trials  majr 
depart* 

That  beakh  once  more  may  fiosh  diy  die^  and 

light  diy  pallid  hcow^ 
And  future  yean  make  foil  amends  for  all  thy 

saSerings  now. 
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You  asked  for  some  verses*  when  jou  went  away, 

In  praise  of  the  good  ship  you  christen  to-day; 

Butj  after  mature  thought,  I  hcg  youH  excuse 

From  this  unwelcome  tribute,  mj  Jacobite  Muse. 

She  might  fly  from  the  Pole  to  the  tropical  clime,^ — 

Ransack  all  the  mouldering  archives  of  Time, — 

Paint  the  flash  of  the  tempest*  —  e*en  master  the  hro(jue^ — 

But  not  pen  one  line  in  the  praise  of  "La  Hoguel" 

Whatl  sit  dowa  to  writ©  of  that  unhappy  day 

When  the  hopes  of  the  Stuart  were  blasted  for  ayej 

When  the  old  King,  whose  heart  beat  for  England  alone. 

Saw  his  last  efforts  fail  for  his  ancestors*  throne? 

No!  Poeay  loves  on  gr^t  actions  to  dwell, — 

Of  honour  and  changeless  devotion  to  tell, — 

Ilcr  bright  eye  still  glistensj  her  pearly  cheek  glows 

At  the  names  of  the  Gordon,  Dundee,  and  Montrose; 

But  she  shrinks  from  all  contact  with  treason  and  ill, 

And|  shuddering,  flies  from  the  tliought  of  Dutch  Bill! 
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Had  Tou  chosen  Cospatrick^— some  triumph  of  war^ — 
Or  the  name  we  so  wished  for — the  "Duncan  Dunbar" 
Oh!  Amy  she>  with  burning  enthusiasm  fired^ 
Whole  bushels  of  verses  had  straightway  inspired. 
As  it  is»  on  the  wings  of  Affection  upborne. 
She  repeats  all  the  kind  words  that  greet  you  this  mom, 
AU  the  wishes  on  such  great  occasions  in  vogue, — 
For  the  sake  of  the  owner,  and  not  for  "  La  Hogue !  ^ 
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WITH  A  CEUEBAGE  BOARB. 


It  was  wisely  ordained,  that  one  day  at  the  least, 
Shoold  be  held  in  aU  households  an  annnal  feast. 
That  Friendship  and  Love  the  dark  winter  should  cheer, 
And  Affection  illiunine  the  close  of  the  year! 

Tia  the  season  of  gifts,  of  kind  wishes  aod  true, 
And  both  these,  dear  Uncle  1  we  offer  to  you — 
Though  the  first  be  but  snmll,  yet  remember,  I  pray, 
That  tlie  second  are  changeless,  and  lasting  for  aya 

With  regard  to  the  Cribbage  —  we  know  it  hath  power 
Your  cares  to  beguile  at  a  reasonable  hour, 
(That  is,  before  nine),  and  we  fain  would  recall. 
With  your  erening^s  amusement,  a  thought  of  as  alL 

But^  remembering  how  often,  witli  jesting  uproar. 
You've  insisted  on  marking  an  illegal  score. 
This  slight  admonition,  in  form  of  request. 
To  your  Worship  w©  humbly  propose  to  stiggett:^ — 
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Don't  be  too  quick  in  peggii^ — a  donbty  haste  reveals  ; 
With  a  Knare  in  joor  hand,  don\  cry,  ^  Tweo  for  his 

Lest  some  should  remind  yon — a  rery  sad  job ! — 
Even  J.  P.'s  at  times  may  get  **  One  far  their  nob  I 

Bat,  trosting  yon  will  not  sage  coonsek  disdain^ 
Because  they're  expressed  in  a  jocular  strain. 
The  lesson  I  dose,  and  with  gladness  indite 
This  cordial  wish,  in  which  all  must  unite — 

May  Happiness  mark  all  the  mcmths  as  they  ^de» — 
And,  gathering  close  round  your  warm  fireside. 
Kind  hearts,  smiling  figures,  each  Christmas  appear^ — 
And  may  Time  bring  you  many  a  Happy  New  Year! 

25th  December,  1854. 


When  last^  amid  the  dancing  throng, 

I  said  farewell  to  thee, 
I  knew  not,  on  this  coming  mom, 

That  we  should  severed  be; 
And  that  my  hand  would  have  to  trace 

The  wishes  manifold. 
And  all  the  heartfelt  words  my  lips 

More  willingly  had  told. 

The  fervent  prayers,  so  oft  renewed 

Through  every  changing  year, — 
Yet  ever  dear,  as  Music's  voice, 

To  charmed  Affection's  ear; 
The  thought  that  to  a  few  brief  hours 

Such  holiness  imparts — 
Those  Saints'-days  in  the  calendar 

Of  fond  and  faithful  hearts. 
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My  Sister  1  when  my  glance  I  turn 

To  scenes  for  ever  flown. 
To  all  those  bright  and  blessed  hours 

Which  thou  and  I  have  known; 
To  merry  games,  when  Earth  was  but 

A  pathway  strewn  with  flowers, — 
To  studious  thoughts,  and  mingled  tears 

In  Life's  maturer  hours. 

And  when  with  vain  inquiring  eyes 

I  towards  the  fiiture  look. 
And  strive  some  fragment  leaf  to  turn 

Of  Time's  unopened  book, — 
I  can  but  breathe  this  wish  alone. 

That  coming  years  may  find 
Us  joined,  as  we  have  ever  been 

Alike  in  heart  and  mind; 

That  all  the  days  Life  hath  in  store, 

Of  bright  or  rainy  weather. 
Comfort,  and  hope,  and  joy  may  gain. 

By  being  shared  together; — 
Yes  I  well  I  know,  whatever  end 

Our  onward  paths  may  find. 
The  chords  that  link  us  closely  now 

Shall  never  be  untwined. 

7^  November^  1856. 


Had  I  the  magic  wand^  that  rules  o'er  Fancy's  broad 
domain^ 

And  bids  the  charmed  world  listen  to  its  sweet  and 
witching  strain^ — 

The  gems  of  Thought^  and  deathless  flowers  of  bright- 
eyed  Poesy, 

In  one  rich  garland  would  I  wreathe,  and  offer  them 
to  thee. 


Alas  I  my  weak,  unskilful  hand  in  vain  would  grasp 
the  lyre. 

It  cannot  wake  its  thrilling  chords,  or  rouse  its 

slumbering  fire; 
Yet,  were  the  Poet's  gift  mine  own,  too  cold  the 

words  would  be 
To  firame  a  song  of  gratitude  for  aU  I  owe  to  thee! 
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Yet,  take  my  verse!  for  well  I  know,  iho'  homely  be 
the  lay. 

One  gentle  look,  one  loving  word,  the  effort  will 
repay; 

Less  dear  to  thee  are  tutored  rhymes,  or  feats  of 
laboured  Art, 

Than  the  warm,  fervent  thought  that  springs  firom 
the  foimtain  of  the  heart 

Like  the  glad  ray  of  Summer's  sun,  that  sheds  o*er 
land  and  sea 

Its  flood  of  golden  radiance  —  such  is  thy  smile 
to  me; 

And  sweeter  far  the  words  of  praise  from  thy  dear 

lips  that  flow. 
Than  all  the  vain  and  fleeting  joys  that  Earth  could 

e'er  bestow! 

Balnaquith,  Sth  Marchy  1854. 


^0  gunman  gunbai[* 


WrrU  A  WRITING  CASE. 


With  every  good  wish  that  this  day  can  suggest. 
And  our  hearts  can  repeat  witli  affection. 

We  offer  you.  Uncle  1  our  loving  request — 
A  little  gift  begs  acceptation. 


And  we  hope,  when  you  use  it, — to  cloud  o'er  your  fece 

No  unpleasant  thought  may  be  able. 
Of  battles  more  deadly  than  those  which  take  place 

In  laughter  around  the  whist  table; 


Of  business  more  irksome  than  that  which  attends 
Of  "Art  Treasures"  the  purchase  repeated. 

Or  the  marshalling  right  a  due  number  of  firiends 
When  the  new  Banquet  Hall  is  completed; 
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Of  losses  more  heavy,  or  harder  to  bear. 

Of  causes  of  keener  vexation 
Than  the  shilling,  or  sixpence,  which  sometimes  we  hear 

Ton  bewail  with  such  loud  lamentation. 

And  often,  as  Christmas  returns  with  its  cheer. 

And  Earth  greets  the  blithe  New  Year's  morning. 

May  they  find  you  surrounded  with  happiness  here. 
And  bring  you  all  comfort  and  blessing. 

Christmas  Day^  1858. 


The  morn  that's  breaking  o'er  the  sea 
And  blushing  in  the  skies. 

Finds  us  less  merry  than  wc  were 
When  last  we  saw  it  rise ; 

For,  counting  up  the  many  days 
Of  pleasant  summer  weatiier, 

All  the  adventures,  all  the  laughs 
We've  lately  had  together, — 

We  think  it  hard  —  oh!  very  hard, 
E'en  though  "just  cause"  appear. 

That  tliou  shouKbt  not  be  with  us  now 
This  day,  of  all  the  year. 


Praise  to  Thee^  the  Grreat  Creator^ 
Sitting  on  the  Throne  Divine^ 

Lord  of  Mercy  I  Lord  of  Power! 
Be  all  Praise  and  Glory  Thine! 

Praise  to  Thee,  the  lowly  Saviour, 

Dying  on  tlie  fatal  Tree; 
Thou  for  us  hast  fought,  hast  conquered. 

Teach  us  how  to  worship  Thee! 

Praise  to  Thee,  Eternal  Spirit! 

Let  Thy  sanctifying  ray. 
Shining  on  our  fallen  natures. 

Wash  each  sinful  stain  away! 

Ckristmoi,  IS55. 


For  ourselves,  and  for  all  others. 
Wandering  thro*  the  world  astray^ 

For  our  weak  and  erring  brothers. 
Blessed  Lord!  we  kneel  to  pray! 

Hope  to  Thy  bright  presence  soaring. 

Love,  and  sweet  Humility, 
Faith  all  mysteries  adoring, — 

These  we  fain  would  ask  of  Thee  I 

When  we  rise  or  sink  in  sorrow. 

Tossed  on  Life's  uncertain  wave, 
When  the  Grave's  dark  path  we  follow. 
Blessed  Lord!  be  near  to  save! 


Christmas,  1855. 


([(ommttnion. 


O  Lamb  of  God  I  Thy  Life  was  freely  given. 
Upon  the  Cross  Thy  precious  blood  was  shed. 

That  we,  the  children  of  offended  Heaven, 

Hopeful,  in  Duty's  path  once  more  might  tread. 

Still,  tho'  too  oft  our  eye  by  Doubt  is  sealM, 
The  symbols  of  Thy  Marriage  Feast  we  see; 

Still  hear  tlie  Promise  in  Thy  Word  revealM, 
Bidding  the  heavy-laden  come  to  Thee  I 

Vouchsafe  to  all  who  in  Thy  courts  are  praying. 
Thy  special  blessing,  and  Thy  grace,  that  we. 

In  robes  of  spotless  white  our  souls  arraying. 
Among  Thy  chosen  guests  in  Heaven  may  be! 

Christmas,  1855. 
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